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YOU JUST KNOW SHE WEARS THEM 


The soft glow of shaded lamps or the play of bold 
sunlight on the texture of McCallum silk stockings 
displays that exquisite quality which is the essence of 
fashion. Priced from $2.50 lo $100. Send for the 
MeCallum de luxe booklet, which illustrates and 
describes the different McCallum styles and colors. 
MeCallum Hosiery Company, Northampton, Mass. 
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TIFFANY & GO. 


JEWELRY PEARLS SILVERWARE 


QUALITY THROUGH GENERATIONS 


MAIL INQUIRIES RECEIVE PROMPT ATTENTION 


FIFTH AVENUE & 3/2 STREET 
New YORK 
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The delightful consciousness of being well dressed 
depends on perfection in every detail 


And stockings are not the least of details. Your ankles bear eloquent 
witness of your taste in dress. Choose inferior stockings and you will be all 
too keenly aware of lingering, critical glances. Choose the clear, even silk 
of “Onyx Pointex” stockings, with their gracefully designed heel reenforce- 
ment, and you may walk serenely conscious of the perfection of your hosiery. 





The “Onyx Pointex” feature is made only in the “Onyx” brand, and is always 
so marked on the heel of each stocking. 


Department stores and specialty shops are always glad to show 
you the many styles in which “Onyx Pointex” hose are made. 





“Onyx @ [osiery 


“ Pointex” 


REG. U. S, PAT. OFF. 







“Onyx” Hosiery Inc. «. . . Manufacturers .. . New York [ 
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Franklin Simon & Co, 


Fifth Avenue, 57th and 38th Streets, New York 


























Mademoiselle 


Will Wear the 
Tailored Suit 


Here are the two smartest 





suits of a smart suit season to 
prove that the tailored suit 
has indeed become the most 
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The New 
Bramley Suit 


Registered in the US. Patent Office 


Originated by and exclusive 
with Franklin Simon & Co. 


Model  — Tn black suiting 


with white hairline stripes; also 











Shetland crayon checks in tan 


with brown, gray with yellow 





or gray with ylues; also 
mannish suitings in brow n or Ox~ 


ford Srays, or navy blue twill; 





all bound with tailor s silk braid; 


sterling silver fob. 48.00 





EXACT COPY OF 
O’Rossen’s Suit 
“LES CHAMPS ELYSEES” 


Model 101 — Exact copy of 
Champs Elysées O Rossen s 


newest and most youthful suit; 




















bo in mannish suitings in oxford 
| 
rs grays or brown, also 
f a navy blue repp- 65.00 
% 4 
Sizes 1 to 20 years. 
*, % fs sae . 4 Y 
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Suit SHoep—Third Floor 


New Book of Fifth Avenue Fashions Charge Accounts Solicited 
Ready March Ist. Ask for Y our Copy 


Entire Contents Copyrighted, 1924, by Franklin Simon & Co., Ine. 
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FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK 





Write for our latest descriptive 
leaflet, “The Correct Models for 
Spring—<According to the Dic- 
tates of Paris.” 

This advance fashion news will 


be sent gratis on request. 


H. L. DISTILLATOR & SON, INC. 
417 Fifth Avenue, New York 











The Smartest of Hats 
That Makes You Look Your Best! 


The authoritative new style which every 
woman desires, together with the appreciated 
attractiveness that every woman covets, is 
attained in the superb 


' 31 

Ys 
Sjate 

on sale conveniently near you at the store 


where you would expect to find the better 
class of hats. Though supreme in beauty 
and elegance of design, these famous hats, 
quality considered, are priced at figures which 
you'll agree are surprisingly moderate, 
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GH. Altman & Cn. 





Spring, 1924 


Decorating = and id Upholstering 
Architectural Rugs 
Interiors and Carpets 
Curtains Lamps 


HLTA 


and Draperies and Objects of Art 


HARUN 


HAMA 


e : Tapestries, Paneled Rooms 





5 ‘ Decorative Linens 
2 j Assembled in commodious sections for personal selec- : 
E ! tion. If desired, a representative will call to consult and 

3 offer suggestions for the complete furnishing or renova- 

3 tion of the town or country residence. 














Madison Avenue- Fifth Avenue, few Work 
Chitty-fourth Street Chitty-fitth Street 


TELEPHONE 7000 MURRAY HILL 
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JESSICA 

Light and shadow mingle in this 
crépe satin model, for the lustrous 
satin side of the fabric is trimmed 
with the crépe surface. The low 
waistline lends slenderness while 
the skirt is one of soft draping, 
caught by a satin rose at the left 
and three intertwined cycles of 
gold-and-colored braid at the right. 
The youthful scarf throw may be 
worn in many interestingly decora- 
tive ways. Black, navy and cocoa; 
sizes 14 to 20, inclusive, $39.50. 


YOU 


MART 


TH I8 SE 








ROWENA 


The new straight front is beauti- 
fully expressed in the center frock 
of Riviera Crépe. The trimming 
comprises embroidered flat crépe in 
contrasting color for the pocket and 
the cap sleeves, self-covered but- 
tons from the underarm to the tunic 
hem and a bewitching Vionnet tie 
sash in back from the shoulders. 
Black with white, navy with white 
and cocoa with tan; sizes 14 to 20, 
inclusive, $39.50, 


RVED 
PRING 


MAIDA 
Satin Alpaca is the newest concep 
tion in Spring fabrics and this model 
boasts not only the newest material 
but effective wide folds on the skirt 
finished with two long, heavy, silk 
tassels. And most exciting are the 
boat shaped collar and lantern cuffs 
fashioned of straw cloth with leath- 
er motifs appliquéd thereon. Black, 


navy and cocoa; sizes 14 to 20, in- 
clusive, $39.50. 


WITH 


FROCK 


One’s first Spring frock is the most enchanting of all and 


Barbara 


present this month. 


Lee has chosen four incomparably lovely models to 


There is a youthful insouciance in their lines, a refreshingly new 
fabric is included and all at the unusually moderate price of 


Bordlrona Yee 


Barbara Lee frocks for women and misses are shown exclusively in the shops listed in this advertisement, 


339-50: 


Abraham & Straus Inc. 
Brooklyn, N.Y 

L. S. Ayres & Company 
Indianapolis, Ind. 

L. Bamberger & Co. 
Newark, N. J 
Buliock’s 
Los Angeles, Cal 


© 1924,byR,.R. A 


The Dayton Company 
Minneapolis, Minn. 
The Emporium 
San Francisco, Cal. 
Wm. Filene’s Sons Company 
Boston, Mass. 


B. Forman Co, 
Rochester, N. Y. 


joseph Horne Co. 


Pittsburgh, Pa. 


The J. L. Hudson Co, 
Detroit, Mich, 


The Lasalle & Koch Company 


Toledo, Ohio 


The F. & R. Lazarus & Co. 


Columbus, Ohio 
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BABETTE 


Could anything possess more of the 
Spirit of Spring than this gay print- 
ed silk and wool rep cape suit? 
The silk forms the dress and cape 
lining, while the cloth is effectively 
present in the cape itself, the girdle, 
the skirt border and side trim. 
Touches of embroidery adorn the 
rep and the combination is one of 
unusual piquancy. In blue rep 
with blue-and-gray print; brown 
rep with wine-and-tan print; black 
rep with black-red-and-tan print; 
navy rep with tan-cocoa-and-navy 
print. Sizes 14 to 20, inclusive, 
$39.50. 


The Rike-Kumler Co. 
Dayton, Ohio 


Strawbridge & Clothier 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


The Wm. Taylor Son & Co. 


Cleveland, Ohio 
Weinstock, Lubin & Co. 


Sacramento, Cal. 
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Lord & Taylor 


FIFTH AVENUE—NEW YORK 
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The FOOT 
ARISTOCRATIC 





“No wonder fashion favors the 


shoe of Vici hid 


Vici kid is quick to catch 
the spirit of changing seasons 
and accurate in its interpre- 
tation of outstanding color 
demands. 


Vici kid is in demand for 
shoes for all occasions. Yet 
in its rich texture and finish 
thereisaconsistency of refine- 
ment that allies it only with 
the best in footwear fashions. 


Thus, in this day of infinite 
variety in shoe styles, you 
may look for the most dis- 
tinctive designs and tasteful 
color treatments in the 
shoes that are developed in 


Vici kid. 


Ask your dealer to show you 
shoes of Vici kid. No other 
leather combines all the 
advantages of Vici kid. 


ROBERT H. FOERDERER, Inc. 


PHILADELPHIA 
Selling Agents: LUCIUS BEEBE & SONS, Boston 


Selling agencies in all parts of the world 


VICI kid 


REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 
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This is the 


trademark of 


VICI kid 





THERE:+1S ONLY ONE VICI KID --- THERE NEVER HAS 


BEEN ANY OTHER 
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1—Slip-over style in soft crépe de 
chine, two pockets and tie sash of 
self material. Trimmed with wee 
silk flowers in contrasting colors. 
It is simple and practical with 


flatteringly long slim lines. $9.74 


Satin mules, in pink, black 
$2.69 





and orchid—all sizes 


y 
, A 
who 


2—Slip-over model in crépe de 
chine, with top of chiffon and lace. 
Long gracefui sleeves trail to the 
floor and form a train at the back. 
Sash of ribbon. Trimming of tiny 


silken rosebuds at neck. $21.74 


These negligees may 





3—A truly smart negligee is made 
of ‘crépe satin, and subtly lends 
charming grace to the figure. It is 
distinguished in its simplicity, hav- 
ing no trimming but a bias fold of 


self material on all edges. $16.74 


be had in coral, 


pink, French blue turquoise, orchid and black. 


Ki. Macy & be: 


HERALD SQUARE Yne. 


EW YORKo 





in Boauy- 


wes Lhete negliqees 


4—Two-tone satin breakfast coat 
trimmed with yards and yards of 
dainty Valenciennes lace on 
pockets, sleeves and around the 
bottom in pretty festoons. Self 


$14.74 


sash. Tiny ribbon buds. 


Satin D’Orsay, in pink, black 


and orchid—all sizes—$3.49 
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Captivating Silks 


Lovely woman has often been called 
the slave of Fashion — but what a 
willing captive when draped in the 


Sil acieWe ce) (e(meya 


MALLINSON 
Silks de Luxe 
“The World’s Most Beautiful Silks” 


Look for the name MALLINSON’S 
SILKS DE LUXE on the selvage. 


H. R. MALLINSON & COMPANY, Inc. 
atideWatcacltCar lass taiela cae 


New York 


Drape of CMallinson’s 
hand-blocked Velora Broche 


CREPE MAURICE ENCHANTA CREPE INSPIRA MONTEVIDEO 


PRINTED ROSHANARA CHINCHILLA SATIN TOWN TALK VELORA BROCHE 
BUTTERFLY VELVET VOILE KAMEO AMIETTE CHIM-RING 
INDESTRUCTIBLE CHIFFON VOILE MOLLY O’ CREPE—Plain and Jacquard 
PUSSY WILLOW Group —Taffeta, Crepe and Moire 
(CAll cMallinson Trade eMark cNames) 
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Paris Turns 


Her ‘Thoughts 


to the 
Early Spring 
Silhouette 





\ 


The new Paris line is a straight 
one, as in this smart frock of 
“Lorenalla” cloth (a new wool 
twill fabric with a satin - like 
finish). Embroidered in gold on 
a contrasting colored silk. Brick- 
dust, Pinebark, Moss, Grey- 
stone, Navy, Louisette Blue. 


Sizes 14 to 20 years 


49.50 








The youthful straight-line mode 
of Paris, expressed most charm- 
ingly in this frock of “Loren- 
alla” cloth. Trimmed with 
criss-cross tucked self fabric down 
the front and around cuffs. 
Brickdust, Pinebark, Moss, Grey- 
stone, Navy, Louisette Blue 


Sizes 14 to 20 years 


49.50 


Jenny’s new three-quarter coat reproduced in char- 

meen, showing an entirely new epaulet shoulder and 

inner facing pockets. Effectively embroidered in silk 

and burnished copper threads. Brickdust, Artichoke, 

Green, Tan, Grey, Navy, Black. Sizes 14 to 18 years; 
36 to 40. 


59.50 


Stewart & Co. 


Correct Apparel torWomen& Misses 
FIFTH AVENUE AT 37th STREET 


NEW YORK, 


PARIS 


11 
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A GOLFLEX WRAP 


You have endless satisfaction when you select a 
Golflex Wrap ! You'll wear it confidently on every 
smart occasion — its as appropriate over a 
riding habit as with a white crepe frock~ 
Texture, tailoring and silhouette are perfect. 


WILKIN & ADLER,INC., 500 SEVENTH AVENUE, N.Y.C. 





FOR SALE ONLY 
AT RETAIL STORES 
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” HAT in the world are youtrying to do under the table, 
Nan? Signal fora lead?” 

“No, suspicious one, I’m slipping off this fiendish shoe. 
You girls don’t know how lucky you are, wearing those 
lovely pumps without a twinge.”’ 

“Not fortunate, honey, merely wise. Every one of us went 
through that long ago—shoes that pinched in the toe and 
slipped in the heel; that tired the arch and cut the instep or 
lost their shape in a month and less.” 

“Well, what did you do, whittle off your toes like 





THE SHOE FITS’’— 


Cinderella’s sisters?” 

“Not quite! Marion introduced us to Ped-e-modes and 
we’re all wearing them now. There'll be time before your 
train leaves tomorrow to look at them, if you like.” 


“Could I get them in evening slippers? I suffer so in 
dancing.” 

‘Certainly —stunning brocades and satins and they have 
some new street pumps, too, in the smartest com- 
binations you ever saw! We’ll go downtown in the 
morning!” 


’ 


Ped-e-modes are shown exclusively 


in the shops listed below: 


Gedemode 


eonmco5a5 @ GORawkte © 


470 Fifth Avenue, New York 


Near46th Street 






Al graceful pump with low cut 
sides and supporting straps caught 
at the instep with a lovely buckle, 
In all smart leathers and shades. 






A gored pump which gives the 
support of an Oxford with the 
grace of a dancizg slipper. In 
the wanted shades and leathers, 


Shoes for Women 


Ernst Kern Co. 
Detroit, Mich. 


F, E. Foster &¥ Co. 
Chicago, Ill, 


Higbee Co. 
Cleveland, O. 
Pedemode, Inc. 


New York 


Jacobs Bros. 
New Orleans, La. 


L. Bamberger &9 Co. 
Newark, N. J. 
Knight Shoe Co. 

Portland, Ore. 


Seymour Sycle 
Richmond, Va. 


San Francisco, Cal. 


Robert I. Cohen, Inc. 
Galveston, Texas 
L. Livingston 
New York 
City of Paris Dry Goods Co, 


F. E. Foster &@ Co. 
Kansas City, Mo, 
Kerr Dry Goods Co. 
Oklahoma City, Okla. 

Phelps Shoe Store 


Shreveport, La. 


Nicollet Booterie, Inc. 
Minneapolis, Minn. 


Caspari &@ Virmond Co, 
Milwaukee, Wis. 
Thomas Kilpatrick Co, 
Omaha, Neb. 
Clement &7 Co. 


Springfield, Mass. 


Joseph Horne Co. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
S. C. Lauber 
Toledo, Ohio 


}, 


Write for style b00k — uno charge 


JULIUS GROSSMAN, Inc., BROOKLYN, UN. Y. 
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The illustrations show 
Miss Imogene Wilson 
posed in a Tailored Sports 
Dress of Maize (yellow) 
TRUHU Crépe de Chine 
created from a design of 
French origin and inspi- 
ration by the E. S. Reinus 
Company, New York. 
The dress has French 
jeweled buttons and three 
fulilength panels of cross 
tucks of self-material in- 
terspersed with black 
TRUHU insets. The col- 
lar may be buttoned close 
or left open. 


Made in other color com- 


1 


binations of 





SILAS 


All Colors 
Washable 





For Palm Beach and Other Southern Resorts! 


TRUHU Silks, sold 
by the yard, em- 
brace Crépes de 
Chine, Satin-faced 
Crépes de Chine, 
Canton Crépes, 
Satin-faced Canton 
Crépes, Radiums, 
Broadcloths. 


The selvage mark is 


TRURL 


For protection insist upon 
seeing this woven silk label 


ety 


‘few 


Where the Winter’s winds are Summer zephyrs— 

Where a Sports Dress is woman’s favorite costume 
Every fashionable woman whose program takes her to the Southland should include 
in her wardrobe one or more of the Reinus series of advance Spring Sports Dresses 
developed in TRUHU Crépe de Chine. The dresses are available at exclusive 
Department Stores and Specialty Shops frequented by women seeking appropriate 
tropical Sports Apparel. 
The material is TRUHU Crépe de Chine on account of its quality and color range 
and because it is eminently practical by being washable. (Whenever soiled the whole 
dress, whatever its color, can easily be washed without loss of original tone.or lustre). 


“If it’s TRUHU it’s Washable” 
JERSEY SILK MILLS, Inc., 25 Madison Avenue, New York 
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To the straight lines of this 
graceful coat of Navy 
Twill, the loose cape 
sleeves add a touch of 
novelty. Corded embroid- 
ery in beige color, and a 
collar of beige squirrel 
with diamond-shaped _ in- 
serts of brown — squirrel 
confer individuality. Beau- 
tifully tailored and lined 
with beige crépe, trimmed 

with double rows of 
velvet ribbon. 


& 
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“MARQUE 





EXE” 
There is a quaint boyish 
charm about this dashing 
little suit that proves ir- 
resistible. Of Navy Twill, 
with collar facing and 
smart bindings of white 
broadcloth, and rows of 
round white pearl buttons 
emphasizing its youthful 
lines. The underblouse of 
white Jacquard Crépe 
peeps out slyly in front and 
at the wrists. 





Mar quecne Yolande 


Lhe Sut ‘Returns Triumphant 


I’'lER many seasons of coats 
and dresses, young women this 
spring are turning once more with 


that marks the apparel of the well- 
dressed woman. 


relief to the saucy, piquant, ever- 
youthful and becoming Suit. 


They realize that, after all, noth- 
ing can take its place—nothing serve 
sO Many purposes, or prove such an 
all-round comfort. 


For years the House or Youtu 
has been known as one of the fore- 
most creators of suits of this 


In emphasizing the importance of 
the Spring Suit, however, the Housr 
or Youtu has by no means neg- 
lected to provide coats and wraps of 
equal attractiveness and personality. 
The new originations are exclusive, 
chic, and always correct—striking 
illustrations of designing genius. 


The new Suits and Wraps from the 
House or Youtu will be 





character—slim, exquisitely 
tailored, with the alluring 
charm of individuality and 
the subtle air of smartness 








found in the best shop in 
your locality. If you have 
any difficulty locating them, 
please write us. 











ee 





SCHULMAN & HAUPTMAN 
THE HOUSE OF YOUTH, 224-232 WEST 35TH STREET, NEw YorRK, 3 Avenue de L’Opera, Paris 


“SUCCESS IN DRESS” 
in the new Spring edition, gives you a com- 
plete résumé of the correct styles for this 
season. If you cannot obtain your copy at 
the HOUSE OF YOUTH store in your town, 
write us direct. 








16 











Sa 


























WHERE TO SHOP [peters 




















arts & decorations 


DECORATIONS FOR THE 
TOWN * COUNTRY HOUSE 
ARNLEY, INC. 
395 Madison Ave., at 47 St., N. Y. 











auction bridge and mah : ng 


MAH JONG INSTRUCTION by Expert native 
Chinese at your home Mah Jong sets for sale 
Oriental Jewelry and Art Objects Wing & Co., 
Chinese Importers, 235 5th Ave., N. ¥ 


beauty & health 


Permanently Attractive Eyebrows & Lashes. 
Darken them with Coloura! Adds winsome ex- 
pression. Won't wash off $1.20 ppd. treatment 50¢ 
at Spiro's, 26 W. 38th St. and 34 W. 46th St., ne 

















MME. JULIAN'S HAIR DESTROYER perma- 
nently eradicates all superfluous hair (with roots). 
No electricity or poison. Stood test 50 ye es) 
Mme, Julian 14 West 47th St., N. Y. 









MADAME BERTHE’S ZIP positiv destroys 
hair with root. No electricity or caustics 
onstration at office. Write for booklet. | 
Berthé, Specialist, Dept. 8A, 562 5th Ave., N 





LIFTED PERFECTLY. 
Wrinkles smoothed out, contour restored at once. 
Device worn concealed by hair. Book H_ free. 
The Faceaid Studios, 1482 Broadway, New York. 


SAGGING FACES 





The Original MME. JULIA MAYS treatments 
for perm. removing wrinkles, freckles, sears, tight'n'g 
pute les, given only at_ MY one address, 50 W. 49th 
8t.,. N.Y Bryant 9426. Bkit. Phys cians’ ndorsement. 








Mays Temple de 
Wrinkles, Sears, 


“ORIGINAL” Mme. Julia 
Beauté Face Specialist 40 yrs. W 








Freckles permanently removed Endorsed by 
Physicians, ._ — (Only address) 32 est 
47th st., N. Y. ae ant 4 

COMPLEXOL, Beautitying Face Cream brings 


clear, rosy comple xion, corrects poor skin conditions, 
removes blackheads, pimples. Free sample. Halsey 





Bros., 1 N. Wabash Ave.. Dept. 20-72, Chicago. 
SUPERFLUOUS HAIR, WARTS, MOLES, 
and all facial blemishes permanently and pain- 


lessly removed by Mme. Walker's original method. 


Fifteen years successful practice in ew “ork 
City. 
€ acuitasioe invited 
Mme. C. Walker 
Tel. Fitzroy 4592 366 5th Ave. 








beauty schools 





STUDY HAIRDRESSING, Manicuring and all 
branches of Beauty work. Have your own profit- 
able business. New classes now forming. Hudson 
School of Beauty Culture. Auburn, N. Y 








camps and camping 


“CAMPS AND CAMPING" 
The annual of organized camp life 
For Campers, Parents, Directors and Counsellors; 
Classified list of Boys’ and Girls’ Camps, 
useful articles on cé amp, life, 
illustrated Postp yaid, 25¢ 
American Sports Pu lishing Co., 




















OT famous, 


orate, but 


the 


attention. 





THE ROMANCE OF SMALL SHOPS 


but fascinating; usually not elab- 

always genuine 
hundreds of small, tidy shops exhibit their wares or 
offer their services. Here one finds the unexpected, 
exquisite, and receives appreciative personal 
This directory will guide you. 
write or make a personal visit. 


and friendly; 


Either 























flesh reduction 


gowns bought (continued) 





SUPERFLUOUS FLESH REDUCED by modern 
scientific method, without payment until reduction, 
if desired. R. Newman, Licensed Physician, 
286 5th Avenue (near 30th St.), New York. 


HIGHEST PRICES PAID 
for your gor ns, Wraps, ete. 
MISS DUFF, 151 West 46th St. 
A. 8247 





DR. HELEN PARKINSON has opened her new 
establishment for reducing superfluous flesh. nlec- 


SELL TO MME. NAFTAL, 
New York. Tel. Bryant 670. 


69 West 45th St., 
T will pay good value 








tric light baths, reducti-cycle, colonic irrigation, for your fine used evening, street and dinner frocks, 
ete. 8% East 41st St., New York City. also diamonds, jewelry and silverware. 
SLENDERIZE THE ‘ERROL WAY 
By rubbing in -' Ounce a Bi hair colorin 
On_ Just the Parts that Cause ismay. 
$3.50 Bottle, 3 for $10. Ferrol, 200 W. 72 St., N. Y g 





BLANCHE ARRAL, famous Grand Opera star, 
tells how she reduced her flesh without drugs, diet- 
ing or exercising. Write for free book. Address 
Blanche Arral, Ine., Dept. E, 500 5th Ave., 2 


GRAY HAIR BANISHED IN 15 MINUTES. 
Inecto Rapid gives permanent color and perfect 
texture. Particulars mailed. Daily demonstrations. 
Inecto Salons, 33-35 West 46th St., New York City. 





ANNA G. SCHMIDT, REJUVENATION 
Lose 1 to 4 pounds per treatment. Look and feel 
years younger. Results Guaranteed 

204 Madison Ave. 


LOOK YOUR BEST—Use Pokorney’s hair color- 
ing (henna shampoo). $2.50 box. Hair dyeing, ap- 
plication on premises. | Transformations, —- 
ete. Pokorney, 50 East 34th St., New York City. 





Marvelous New Way to Take Off Unsightly Fat— 
Ambassador Method Secret of Parisian Beauty 
Specialists Works on New Principle. fee Re- 
sults. Mme. Jeannette, Dept.D, 249 W. 34 St., N.Y. 





FINLANDIA HEALTH STUDIO. Reduces 
weight and successfully treats sciatica and neuritis; 
gymnastsand massage.Colon irrigation, electriclight 
baths, ete. 11 E. 45th St., Phone Murray Hill 3068. 


REGAIN YOUR YOUTHFUL FIGURE. Reduce 
your weight by the latest most modern methods. 
Mechanical and electrical. 

Kilbs's Studios, 24 East 67th Street. 





Regent 3003. 





WATCH An ever changing variety of ex- 
-VERY traordinary shops and services ap- 
ISSUE pears in this department. 








furniture & housefurnishings 





Bedroom, Dining-room & Living-room Furni- 
ture. Individual and charming in design. Most 


attractively priced. Remarkable savings. Visit us 








51 Rose St., New York. when in New York. Ruder Bros. 18 E.48th St.,N.Y. 
‘ bn gee Ralp MADS ART GUase. 

ve v1 3eautiful, practical gift for every occasion ade 
candies only to order. Illus. catalog H in colors sent on 





NANCY BRAGG'S Peerless Pilgrim Sweets. 
On sale and by post at THE COMMISSION SHOP, 
8 E. 47th Street, New York. One-half Ib. to five 
Ib. boxes 








corsets 


MME, 
Custom-made and 
Woman of fashion 





S. SCHWARTZ 
all novelties in Corsets for the 
Formerly 11 E. 47th St., now 











36 W. 57 St., New York. Tel. 1552 Murray Hill. 
ne 
TUDE de DANSE 
TAN(C :O- MODERN DANCES 


PRIVATE 


AND CLASS INSTRUCTION 
26 W. 47th St.. N. Y. C. 


Tel. Bryant 4562. 





LOUISE MORGAN 
Latest Tango, Fox Trot, Waltz, Children’s Classes 
in Ballet, Interpretive, Social, evening subse ription 
dances. 233 W. 72nd St., N. Y., Endicott 6867. 








dress accessories 
MIADA LINGERIE GUARDS—the guard of 
neat ness and security. Simply attach to the gown. 
Holds ribbon in place. Sold in black, white and 
flesh Ten pairs, $1.00. MiadaCo., 18S W.435t., N.Y. 











employment agency 


| 


request. Wilkinson Quilt Co., Ligonier, Ind. 








furs 


B. PAUL’S HENNA, composed of pulverized 
Henna and Herbs, for ~E -Sguay gray hair. Harm- 
less. 14 shades. Free advice. Pp. 
$1.60. B. Paul, 21 W. osoth St., N. Y. 








hair goods 





MANUEL—THE ORIGINATOR OF THE 
Modern Transformation and the Sight-Proof Part. 
Specialist in all kinds of hair goods. Booklet on 
request. Manuel, 29 East 48th St., New York. 








hosiery repairing 





We Specialize in REPAIRING French Sheer 
Hose. Runs & Pull Threads repaired on all makes 
of silk hosiery & made to look like new. Lenox 
Hosiery Repair Service, 2 West 47th St., N. Y. 








hotels 


HOTEL ST. JAMES, Times Sq. off Broadway. 
109 W. 45th St., 4 min. walk to 40 theatres and all 
principal shops. "Much favored by women traveling 
without escort. W. Johnson Quinn, Pres. 





| 
| 


miscellaneous 


SLENDERNESS ACQUIRED 
Through Subtle Dressing. We understand the Art 
and give it to you by mail. Helen Hammersley, 43 
Christopher St., New Y 











patterns 


PATTERNS CUT TO MEASURE for Ladies and 

Children’s Garments: picture or description: rea- 

sonable prices, perfect fit. Mail orders a a poe 
Mrs. Weisz, 111 Lexington Ave., N. Y. 











permanent hair wave 


CALL AT SCHAEFFER'S if you want expert 
pereuias attention for a permanent wave. Posi- 

ely no frizz or kink. J. Schaeffer. 
$90-: 992 Fifth Avenue Phone Bryant 7615. 








WILFRED SYSTEM OF PERMANENT WAV- 
ing. Expert service at most moderate prices. Best 
equipped establishment in New York. 

Circle 10220 


795 Seventh Avenue, New York. 





MARIO & FREDERICK, Inc., Permanent Wave 
Specialists, formerly with C. NestieCo. W illgive you 
personal expert attention, the result being the dupli- 
cateofalargenaturalwave. 17 E.48th St. Vand. 6897. 


LOUISE BERTHELON, 48 E. 49th St., near Park 
Ave. Special inducements, and evening appoint- 
ments for business women. Care of permane oily 
waved hair. Water waving. Murray Hill 2 


PAUL’S PERSONAL SERVICE 
Lanoil or any method used. 
ny size wave—no frizz: no kink. 
Guaranteed work. 586 Fifth Ave. (below 48th). 











PERMANENT WAVE, oil or steam. Entire head 


$15. Nestle Lan-oil system guaranteed. Single curl 
50¢e. Guaranteed six mths. Mayflower Beauty 
Shop, Inc., 435 Fifth Ave. (39th St.), Van. 1176. 





whose announcements appear on this 
page are reliable and leaders in their 
special lines. 
our readers. 


THE 
SHOPS We recommend them to 








plaiting & buttons 


HEMSTITCHING: 





Plain. picot edge, zigzag, 
curved. Buttons latest styles, using your material. 
Plaiting; all styles. Dry cleaning: fancy dyeing. 
Mailservice.Catalog.Sadleir, 17 West 34th St., N.Y. 








shoes 





Shoecraft Shop “fits the narrow heel” in sizes 1— 
10, AAAA to E. French and English models in 
street and evening footwear. Send for C “tye HS. 
Fit guaranteed. 714 5th Ave., New York 


SHORT VAMP SHOES. French and American 
models. Round or Pointed Toes, in all leathers. 
Best for high insteps. Send for Catalogue “H.’ 

J. Glassberg, 225 West 42nd Street, New York City. 


SUPREME FOOT COMFORT!! Pediformes are 
scientifically correct, giving health and comfort by 
carrying the weight on outside of feet, taking strain 
from arches and tired muscles. A rare combination 
of Quality, Workmanship, Style and Comfort. Foot 
Freedom by mail for the entire Family. EDI- 
FOR-ME, America’s Most Popular Shoe, 36 
West 36th St., N. Y., 322 Livingston St., Brooklyn. 














shopping commissions 





HOTEL HARGRAVE, West 72nd St., bet. Broad- 
way and Columbus Ave., N. Y. 1 block to Central 
Park. Comfort, refinement & luxury combined with 
mod. rates. Send for bklt. Eugene Cable, Mgr. 


MRS. B. WILLIAMS, New York Shopper, 
will pS. with you or send anything to you. 
Services free. Send for eee 

366 Fifth Avenue, New York City 





FINE FURS AT MANUFACTUERS' 
Write for catalogue and " agtaeaaa 
erman Reel Co 
Milwaukee, Wis. 


PRICES. 





LET PEN AND INK do the work of a shopping 
trip. These shops are ready to care for your needs 
whether you call or write. 








gifts 





PEGGY DEUTZ, Inc. 

40 W. 57th St., New York 
Imported novelties for wedding, engagement and 
birthday gifts, as well as gifts for all other occasions. 








gifts (wholesale) 


| diamonds, 


jewelry bought 





- MARION P. WEIGLE, 


MR Smart New York 
Shopper. 


Will buy anything for you or with you. 
No charge. Prompt service. References. 
306 West 99th St. Phone Riverside 9132. 





CASH FOR JEWELRY. Diamonds, Gems, Gold, 
Silver, pew or broken. Prices now exceptionally 
high. Es — years. Mme. Naftal, 69 West 45t 
Street, N'Y .C. Tel. Bryant 670. 


FADS AND FANCIES 
Importers—437 5th Ave. 
Will shop for you or with you. 
No charge for service. 





Randolph J. Trabert Co., formerly with Black- 
Starr & Frost. Jewel Brokers and Authorized Ap- 
praisers. Jewels purchased from estates and individ- 
uals. Guaranty Trust Co. Bldg., 5th Ave.,Rm.506 









SEND TO A. S. BORG by mail or express any 
old gold, silver, platinum, antiques, 

pawn tickets, artifical teeth. Cash at once. 

146 West 23rd Street, New York. 








stationery 


DREKA—FINE STATIONERS 
Wedding Invitations of Individuality 
Engraved by, hand on the finest quality papers. 
1121 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia. 














ladies’ hand bags 





WHOLESALE ONLY—Distinctive objects of 
moderate “ried including Old World and American 
Potter —Fabrics—W ood—Glass—5 floors 


~<stall 
at Charles Hall, Inc., 3 East 40th St., New York. 


EXCLUSIVE MODELS MADE TO ORDER. 
Recovering and relining a specialty. Send for cata- 
logue and prices. William Nibur, 2432 Broadway. 
Tel. No. 1518 Schuyler. 








gowns bought 





— 7 - 
MISS BRINKLEY, 507 Fifth Ave., New York. 
We open houses, clean = put in order 
r oecupane 
The office supplies competent house shold servants. 








fancy dress & costumes 


MME. NAFTAL 
Pays highest cash values for fine 
misfit or slightly used evening, 
street and dinner costumes. 

Also for furs, diamonds, jewelry, 
silverware, furniture and rugs. 
Promptness and liberal payment our motto. 
69 West 45th Street. Tel. 670 Bryant.. 





ladies’ tailor 


wedding stationery 





EVERETT-WADDEY CO. for a generation has 
insured highest quality engraved Wedding Invita- 
tions at er prices. Book of Wedding 
Etiquette free. 7 S. llth St., Richmond, Va. 


100 WEDDING ANNOUNCEMENTS $13.50 or 
invitations, hand engraved. 2 sets of envelopes. 
100 Calling Cards, $2.75. Write for samples. 
B. Ott Engraving Co., 1040 Chestnut St., Phila.,Pa 








J. TUZZOLI, 27 W. 46 ST., N. Y. Spring one 
made for $65. Can not be duplicated under $12: 
Quality and material faultless in make and fit. Coats 
and dresses reasonable. Furs remodeled. 


WEDDING INVITATIONS & Announcements. 
Engraved in the very latest styles. Write for 
samples and prices. Prompt service. Virginia 
Stationery Co., Dept.“H., Richmond, Va. 











maids’ uniforms 


yarns 





BROADWAY THEATRICAL COSTUME CO. 
Pc any ideas for Bal Masque 
Costumes to order or for rent 


Phone Bryant 3440. 116 W. 48th St., N. Y. C. 





TEL. BRYANT 1376. WE PAY CASH AT ONCE 
for Used Gowns, Suits, Wraps, Furs, Diamonds, Jew- 
elry, Silverware. Highest prices guaranteed Write, 
phone, send. Mme. Furman, 101 W. 47th St., N. Y. 





Nurses Outfitting Assn., 425 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 
Dresses $4.50 up. 
Aprons 75¢ to $8.50. 
Hats $8.50 up. 


Cc a 25e up. 
8 $42.50 up. 
Catalog” ath on request. 





ORIGINAL CREATIONS in Hand Knitted 
garments. A coments stock of yarns. Corps 
of instructors. E Barsaloux, 3 west 50th 
Street, just off 5th Ave., New York. 





Art 
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, guided by cultured taste, 
plays a more significant part 
every day in the arrangement and 
furnishing of intimate chambers in 
the modern home of distinction. 


An heirloom rescued, treasure-trove 
of a holiday journey or some feature 
of the room itself may give the key 
to a fascinating scheme of decoration. 


To find furniture harmonizing with 
the effect you desire is no longer a 
task. The new Simmons beds com- 
bine charm with dignity in a wide 
range of modern and period designs, 


offering a happy solution for any 
problem. Alluring colors and fine 
wood finishes extend your choice. 


For that vital third of your life 
claimed by sleep, Simmons springs 
and mattresses supply lasting com- 
fort. Builtin many types to suit any 
pocketbook and sold by leading mer- 
chantseverywhere. The Purple Labe/ 


is the most luxurious mattress made. 


No substitute equals any Simmons 
productatthesame price. Before you 
purchase, look forthe Simmons label, 
your sleep and health insurance. 


Varted and exquisite color gives interest and fresh 
charm to this unusual chamber. ‘Draperies are 
azure blue taffeta. Curtains on the French win- 
dows are pineapple cloth or net in a delicate 


faint primrose. Bed covers are soft peach-bloom 


taffeta, with primrose flounces. Walls are warm 
primrose gray. Lunette on wall of painted of em- 
broidered silk. Taupe carpet with plum border. 
Black lacquer slipper seat. Chandelier and wall 
lights of Waterford glass. Beds and chifforobe 
are from a complete new suite of Simmons furni- 


ture designed in the spirit of Sheraton, soft jade 


green finish. For nine similar schemes of chamber 


decoration, write for “Restful Bedrooms’’ to 
The Simmons Company, 1347 South Michigan 
Avenue, Chicago, or to Simmons Limited, 
400 St. Ambroise Street, Montreal, Quebec 


SIMMONS 


Beds Mattresses Springs: Built for Sleep 
and BEDROOM FURNITURE 


LOOK FOR THE 





SIMMONS LABEL 
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Freeemail coupon below to Ellen J. Buckland, G. N. 


SCIENTIFIC FRANKNESS 


On a subject known as woman's 


oldest problem 


Now! Exguisiteness, comfort, immaculacy under all circumstances 


By ELLEN J. BUCKLAND 
Graduate Nurse 

There is a new way in per- 
sonal hygiene. A scientific way 
that gives women new poise 
and peace of mind—new ex- 
quisiteness and better health. 

Although but a recent dis- 
covery, 8 in every 10 women 
of the better classes already 
have adopted it. 

It is called Kotex. And this 
offers you an opportunity to 
test it—free. Simply mail me 
the coupon below. 


FIVE TIMES MORE ABSORBENT 


American nurses in wartime 
France first discovered Kotex. 
Found that it solved woman's 
most distressing problem in an 
amazing new way. 

Made of Cellucotton—a 
newly-discovered super-ab- 
sorbent — Kotex absorbs 16 
times its own weight in mois- 
ture. It has 5 times the ab- 
sorbency of ordinary cotton 
“sanitary pads.” 














si 








CELLUCOTTON PRODUCTS COMPANY, CHICAGO 


Canadian Distributors—Harold F. Ritchie & Company, Ltd. 
Toronto and Montreal 


ame. at 





sc 





FREE SAMPLE— Mail this Confidential Coupo 
ELLEN J. BUCKLAND. G. N. 
Care of 'Cellucotton Laboratories, Room 1420 


166 W. Jackson Blvd., Chicago, IIL. 


I want to accept free trial offer made by you, with the under- 
standing that it is absolutely confidential. 





You can dispose of it easily 
without embarrassment —a 
point all women appreciate. 

And in addition, two other 
secret advantages which I 
cannot mention here. 

Hygienic immaculateness— 
that is Kotex. Ask your doctor. 


NOW TRY KOTEX FREE 


Kotex has become a health 
habit among all womanhood. 
And I believe every woman 
should at least be allowed to 
try it. So I have appealed to 
the Kotex laboratory. And 
they have consented—for a 
short time at. least —that I 
offer women a trial of Kotex, 
without charge. 


So do this now: Mail the 
coupon to me personally. A 
packet will be sent you post 
paid, by return mail—in an 
absolutely plain, undistin- 
guishable, unmarked wrapper. 
Tear the coupon off now be- 
fore you forget. 
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Free Dog Book 


by noted specialist. Tells 
how to 

FEED AND TRAIN 
your dog 


KEEP HiM HEALTHY 
and 
CURE DOG DISEASES 


How to put dog in condi- 
tion, kill fleas, cure scratch- 
ing, mange, distemper. 
Gives twenty-five famous 


Q-W DOG REMEDIES 


and 150 illustrations of dog leads, training 
collars, harness, stripping combs, dog houses, 
et Mailed Sree 


Q-W LABORATORIES 


Dept. 2 Bound Brook, New Jersey 





















Chappaqua Kennels 


THE LEADING 
KENNEL OF 


WIRE 
HAIRED || 
FOX 
TERRIERS 


IN AMERICA 





*rnational 


Champion 
Cc * appaqua a Wrangler's 
eggy 


We have some 
very fine pup- 
and to offer for 


COMPANIONS, EXHIBITION 
AND BREEDING PURPOSES 


Int 


pies grown dogs 





Our stock is the finest that can be pro- 
duced, our kennels a pleasure to see. 
Visitors welcome at any time. For infor- 
mation apply to 


LEONARD BRUMBY 
Kennel Manager 


Syosset. L. L., N. Y. Phone: Syosset 12F2 











chievous little rascals, 
will turn into love 
lives for yours. 

Germany 
of Europe. 
Training of the Police I 


Our 


Offices: 





POLICE PUPPIES 


alert, 
one devotion to their 
two studs, 
and twenty-five bitches, have won 163 prizes in the Show Rings 

Send 25 cents for Beautifully Illustrated Literature Showing the 


Husky, 
looking for 


breeding stock; 


Jog. 


playful fellows with energy 
of wolves. 
some one to play with. 
masters, gladly sacrificing their 


and look 


THE CARNAGEY SHEPHERD BREEDING AND TRAINING FARM 
447 Hayes Building, Kansas City, Missouri 


Lovable, mis- 
Play that 


Grand Champions of 











Boston Terriers 


A few choice specimens, 


sexes, for sale, 
ASC 
K. C. 107292 
Finest head and expressio 
any dog in the country. P 
$30.00 up 
Send stamp for 
circular 
MASSOIT 
Box 195 


by the celebrated 
NATION 


illustrated 


KENNELS 
Springfield, Mass. 


both 


n of 
rices 





‘OR Sale—High class 

Winning Wire-haired 
and Smooth Fox 
Terriers, Irish Terriers, 
Airedale Terriers, West 
Highland Terriers, Bull 
Terriers and mostly all 
breeds for sale 


Apply 
ALF DELMONT 
leeds Kennels Wynnewood, Pa. 















Box 3, Spri 





SHEPHERD (Police) DOGS 


The Ideal Companion 
and Protector 


W: 


PALISADE KENNELS 


Just 40 minutes from Manhattan 


rite today for Illus- 
trated Booklet 


ngfield Gardens, L.1. 





potele) 


32 page book—how tokeep 
_— dog well; howto care for 
im when sick. Result of 36 
— experience with every 
nown disease of animals. 
Worth its weight in gold to any 
owner of a dog. 
Write for it today. I send this 
valuable book FREE. Yoursfor 
a postcard. Write to Dept. D-1. 
H. CLAY GLOVER, V. S. 


129 West 24th St. New York 
H. CLAY GLOVER Co., 
Proprietors Glover’s Imperial sy Medicine 















German 
Shepherd 
Dogs 
We have some ex- 
ceptional Pups sired 
by our noted Cham- 
pions Schatz von Ho- 
hentann, Ch. Kix von 
Oeringer, Ch. Dolf of 

Joselle. 


Champion Giralda’s 
Schatz 








GIRALDA FARMS 
M New Jersey 
















Conditions Coat 


Before the show, use Black Flag regularly 
and plentifully and your dog’s coat will be per 
fect. Fleas worry the dog and prevent proper coat 
development. Blow into coat with powder gun, It 
will kill every flea. _Non-poisonous; harmless to 
dogs and humans. Kills insects by inhalation. Fleas 
don’t eat it— they breath it, and die. In 
the red-and-yellow wrapper bearing the 
BLACK FLAG trademark. At all 
drug, grocery, epetnes and hardware 
stores. Three sizes: 15c, 40c and 75c. 
lexcept west of Denver, Col., Canada 
and foreign countries]. Or direct by 
mail on receipt of price. 


BLACK FLAG 





Baltimore, Md. 














‘WORM YOUR DOG 


Every dog needs worming occasionally. 
Sergeant’s Sure Shot Capsules for dogs 
(liquid for puppies) never fail. 60 cents at 
dealers or from rl 


us by mail. tas Bae 


7 R e E Dog Ailment 


Fok ier tence PR if ge ants 
% DOG MEDICINES 











celebrated ‘Tribute 
to a Dog.’’ Write 
today for a freecopy. 


POLK MILLER DRUGCO. 





40 Years oy 











set Mn H eM 


Mrs. B. B. 
PEKIN 


2125 N STREET 
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GESE 


HTN LLTE EN Ae 





WASH., D.C 
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DOBERMANN PINSCHERS 


W» are importers of Dobermann Pinschers 
from Germany's largest Dobermann ken- 
nel. We can furnish any type of Dobermann 
trained or untrained. ( srown stock and pup- 
pies always for sale. Write us your wants. 
TRAINING 
Our Professional trainer has just arrived 
from Germany. Have your Police dog 
trained making him a real dog. A dog to 
be proud of. Information gladly furnished. 
REYEM KENNELS 
1143 Lincoln Ave. Milwaukee, Wis. 

















SHERLEY’S 


English Dog Medicines 
and Lactol 
Best Dog Remedies in the World 
For Sale by 
ABERCROMBIE & FITCH CO. 
Madison Ave. & 45th St., New York 


and Jordan Marsh Co., Boston 
Booklet mailed free on request. 














If Your Dog Is Sick 


all run down, thin and 
unthrifty, with matu- 
rated eyes, high-colored 
urine and harsh st aring 


coat, “eating grass’ 
won't help him. Dent's 
Condition Pills will 


They are a marvelous 
tonic for mange, dis- 
temper, indigestion and 
out of sorts. Price 50c., 
aruggists or mail 


Dent Medicine Co., Newburgh, N.Y. 











The Largest Bull Dog 





Kennels in the World 


This photo shows a well 
merited result of a most 
excellent blending of 
the blood of our most 
typical winners. 

We have some puppies 
now. Males $50.00 up. 
Females $35.00 up. 


FERN LEA KENNELS 
jox 
Bayville, L. 1., 

















WIRE HAIRED 
FOX TERRIERS 


A splendid lot of Wire 
¢] Haired Fox Terriers and 


cialty, Highest reference. 
Fifteen y years experience. 
rit 


me 
CHAS. POWLESLAND 
North Shore Kennels 
i Mass. 














CHOW PUPPIES 
FOR SALE 


From Champion Stock 
Stud List upon request 


Manchoover Kennels 
1801 Green Bay Road 
Glencoe, Ilbinois 








N. Y. Owned by Mrs. H. Earl Hoover ?* 
“Strong Heart’’ Police Dogs 
“Character plus Appearance’’. MOHLER KENNELS 
‘a You can pay more but you (Reg.) 


can't get 


UN 


dX Sia HEART KENNELS 
New Brunswick, Easton Pike, N. J. 


a better dog. 


BEAM FARM 











Police Dogs, Scotch Collies, Airedales, Boston 
Terriers, French Bulls, Wire-haired Fox 
riers, Toy Fox Terriers, Persian Cats, 
and all other pets. Address all correspondence 
to 


ARTHER CLARK 
374 S. Main St., Akron, Ohio 














I 


I 
t 








PEKINGESE 


Bred Stock 


respondence invited. 


(Mias L. G. 


Puppies for Sale. Dogs 
Stud. Both Im- 
and American 
Satisfac- 
ion guaranteed. Cor- 


ort ed 


Hic Ona Kennels 
icks, Owner) 
Phone Fall ‘Rives 2126-R 


Blossom Roaa 
North Westport, Mass. 








THE 


Yee SPRATT ( OVALS 


POCKET 


we’ BISCUIT 


A WHOLESOME AND HEALTHFUL 


MEAT FIBRINE 


BISCUIT FOR 


EVERY SIZE AND BREED 


SPRATT'S PATENT LT'D 
aK, 


WRITE 


cameces 








PEKINGESE 


FINEST AND BEST EQUIPPED KENNELS IN THE WORLD 


All ages and colors 
SOME AS LOW AS $25 


Satisfaction guaranteed 


489 FIFTH AVENUE, New York 
Tel. Vanderbilt 1236 


Chiefly “Sleeve Dogs” and puppies 


Send for photographs and description 


MRS. H. A. BAXTER 
GREAT NECK, L. I. 


Champion Bred 


Great Neck 418 


Specimen puppy | 











WIRE-HAIRED FOX 
TERRIERS and Scottish 


Terriers. Real sporting 
companions for your 
country estate. 
A small dog for your 
town house and a stylish 
chap for your motor car 
The Sycamores 
Mrs. Emma Hunter 
Providence 
Primos, Del. 


Lansdowne, 1074 





GREEN TREE KENNELS 
CAIRN TERRIERS have won high- 


est honors at leading shows. Puppies 
and grown dogs for sale. 
Mrs. PAYNE WHITNEY, Owner 
for particulars address 








ISAAC BLACK. Mgr., Manhasset, Long Island, New York 











oR FLEAS: MANGE 


This wonderful new kind of soap with 
its Healing,Stimulating Oils of the Pine 
Forests positively destroys fleas. It re- 
lieves many skin diseases, removes dog 
odors and improves the coat generally. 
Contains No Carbolic -- Delightfully Fragrant 


Used by A.S.P.C.A. of 
New York City 


An exceptional Shampoo for_ the. Human 
Head. Overcomes Dandruff, Falling Hair 
and Itching Scalp. 
Quart Can, $1.00 
The SANITAS CO., Inc. 
33 Keap St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 























BULLDOGS 


The good old English 
Bulldog in spite of his 
forbidding appearance 
makes a grand pal for 
children. We now have 
a wonderful selection of 
puppies. Send stamp 
for descriptive booklet. 


The Auburncrest Kennels, Reg. 
128 Opera Place 
Cincinnati, Ohio 











WILDROID KENNELS 
Registered 


kingese. 

style of Pekes. 

prize 

dogs at sensible pay 

Address; MRS 

A. CAMPBELL. 
32 Mason Avenue, 

“Binghamton, New York 








Oldest breeders of Pe- 
The real Orien- 


tal 
Splendid puppies and 
winning grown 





Bargains 






Blue Ribbon 
WhirteCollies 


Write for special lists ee, 
mous Shomont White Collies. 






ore b 

und devotion into your home. 

Write quick for our So er 
SHOMONT KENNEL 

Box 103 Monticello, owe 











wonderful care they receive in early 


ing purposes. 


from $150.00—and worth it! 


P. 0. BOX 914B 





ry V¢ T Y . . Mi 
SWIFT RUN, SHEPHERDS 
ee tell us they attribute the excellence of Swift Run Shepherds to the 

puppyhood on the farm; others, 
maintain that it is because we discard all doubtful or mediocre stock for breed- 
We believe their superiority is the result of our intelligent 
appreciation of the value of the proper selection of blood lines. 
For further information address 


SWIFT RUN KENNELS 








Priced upwards 





PIQUA, OHIO * 

















HARPER’S BAZAR HOTEL and TRAVEL SE 


RVICE 


| 
| 
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3 WHERE DOES ONE GO_ | 
MID-SEASONS? 


F COURSE, the South still calls! But, perhaps you 
are thinking of going somewhere a month from now, 


And what is the best place to go? 





six weeks from now. 





N infinite variety of distinctive St. Valentine’s | i] 
not let the Travel Service of Harper’s Bazar advise you? WAT favors are to be found in the Sherry Shops. HII 
PEM ENDS OEE ee NI AL LIS HES WAIN Delightful tokens that will be kept and treasured, 
erhaps you can get the ) } HII they are in marked contrast to bits of lace paper and 
HH trite mottos which, in days gone by, were consid- 
ered sufficient homage to the little God of Love. 


Instead of sending inquiries all over the universe, why NWI 





one letter instead of a dozen. 


If you have a trip already in mind and want further 
information about hotels, rates, travel routes, etc., we can To many, there is no more acceptable token than a 


box of Sherry’s delicious Chocolates and Bon-Bons. ii 











advise you. Or, if your plans are even more indefinite, stitews: im 
Niiss Conant, Miss Divelow, Principais 

















and you want to know the best place to go in late February 
or March, we feel sure we can be of service. si epee 
ae oer GY a , ‘ 

Miss Adeline Snapp, who is in charge of the Travel Ser- THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
vice of Harper’s Bazar. has had a great deal of experience . ad tar Sate A Shae ogee 
in advising travelers and those about to travel. Address | - Qpposite Smith College Campus 

II] {| > a SELEN E. J ; 









your letter to her personally. 
300 PARK AVENUE 
FIFTH AVENUE AT 58th STREET 


THE WALDORF-ASTORIA 


















TRAVEL SERVICE of HARPER’S BAZAR 


119 WEST 4soTH STREET, NEW YORK 


JEUROPE 


Attractive Tours at Reasonable Rates 


Frequent Sailings, Most Complete Itineraries 









































EGYPT 
4 CUNARD 















a 8 
Th Spring-Summer, 1924 
S.S “TUSCANIA” One of the oldest Travel Organizations in the world. 49 years — 
le Ve of satisfactory experience with the traveling public and _per- NJOY the delich f 
of the CUNARD and manent offices in Europe assure our clients many advantages. J the delights o 


social life and charming 

companionship in a gor- 
geous natural setting of stately 
palms and luxuriant tropical 
surroundings, of warm, brilliant 
sunshine, clear blue skies and 
a sapphire sea. 


EVERY OUTDOOR 
SUMMERTIME ATTRACTION 


ANCHOR LINES sails from 
New York February 16th, ar- 
riving in Egypt at the height 
of the season and offering a 
travel opportunity rare, fas- 
cinating, and full of appeal: 


ASS panorama en route; ports 
of call include Madeira,Gibraltar, 


Our Tours have no equal—the personal attention we give each 
Tour guarantees the best of service throughout. 
Send for ‘‘Book D”’ for Details and Pates. 


FRANK TOURIST COMPANY 


542 Fifth Avenue, New York 
582 Market St., San Francisco 219 So. 15th St., Phila. 




















Algiers, Monte Carlo,Naples, Athens, Paris Established 1875 London Golf, Tennis, Surf Bathing, Fishing, 

| Haifa, Alexandria, etc. Sailing, Motoring, Horseback Riding. 

ANEW steamer, unsurpassed in con- = a Rll Rich i aa, 
struction, equipped with every , 


vice, perfect appointments ~ all 


modern feature for passenger com- operated on the American plan. 

















NCOCOICHEM ICE CENLGODICO © GiGLOHNGLH GSLODICSCHICHLDY Y 0 HY ol 


a an nig elgg ea eres HARPER'S BAZAR IS, IN MANY Through Pullman trains and 
Reg. coaling at the various ports. + cia: x maa iekcianeees through sleepers from impor- 
: scrvior and cts Opeichal sioses ica mmumammmmmnasas™7 y - pricks iliek beans cis tant cities to all East Coast 
Ohio 7 ici j ce . Seen . \ ° ° ° ° 
service and ae Aa pa a uae FOR IT CONTAINS, AS THE SEA- resorts, including Miami for 
—_. Per ee ee I SON VARIES, REPORTS OF WHAT mong a, _ Key 
. est for Havana, Cuba. 
> : ‘ fata 6 PEOPLE ARE DOING AND WEAR- Rapa 
; Choice of One-way or Round-trip = Booklet containing list of hotels and 
a E Bookings — the complete Round- me Ya ING AT PINEHURST. WHITE other information upon request. 
es. : trip—returning via England—con- — SULPHUR, PALM BEACH. XEW- Florida East Coast Railway Company 
lies sti nsummate a © ae te i 
lies . tutes a consu a : erie Florida East Coast Hotel Company 
me. ; CRUISE-TOUR , 1a PORT AND OTHER FASHIONABLE ‘ Flagler System 
a to the MEDITERRANEAN ° RESORTS; AND ON THE CONTI- NEW YORK OFFICE 
— — or winter sports! ' Z West s5th Stross 
— — wen ome as = — oy ee to- . NENT, ITS EDITORS AND ARTISTS Telephone, Murray Hill 4411 
— ime required—as to expense involved. G ea H A E Au GENERAL OFFICES 
Full information on request. Apply promptly. Greater C Tr VISIT CANNES AND THE RIVIERA, St. Augustine, Florida 
ST. MORITZ, THE LIDO AT VENICE, 
‘CUNARD and ANCHOR || FRONTENAC 
STEAM SHIP LINES BIARRITZ AND OTHER PLACES 
ATOP OLD QUEBEC, CANADA 
25 Broadway New York AT THE HEIGHT OF THEIR 
or Branches and Agencies 
SEASONS. 




















FLORIDA 


ISCVO'®LGO!!GEGGI 





1B 1 GCOGD ll SSO |! GVOH1i GOSS 11 GOH || GLSGD/HOOO GL SISNOLHO |! SCHO I! SCHDIOWGO!! 
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' Foreign 


abscaiainsn 





For 


LYCEE JACCARD sovs 


Lausanne (Switzerland) 

ition for American College and Uni- 

ersity Examinations. Busines Course, 
guages, Summer Course. Best equipped 


Lat 
school in the country. Organized Athletics. 
te 


Prepar 


Donald Unger, Secretary 














A luxurious experience for 


A Joyous Adventure your Sons and Daughters 


Educational Vacation Trip pe ree distinction to 
France, England, Switzerland, June-Sept. Individ- 
ual Groups, limited to twelve young guests. Super- 
vision of experienced French teachers: personal di- 
rection and escort of Dr. and Mrs, ERNEST KELLER, 
Brightwaters, L. N. Y. References. Circular 








AMERICAN SCHOOL IN FRANCE FOR BOYS 

July-August Sept.-June 
15 mi. from Paris. American ¢ ‘ollege Preparation 
3 American Instructors and Coach. Summer Tui- 
tion $400 including a 14-day tour Sept.-June, 
$1200, inclusive of incidentals and 4 tours. Music 
and art advantages. Limited to 25. For Booklet 
write R. J. KWASNIK, Monroe, N 


as WiAKE 

HAIRED 
FOX 

TERRIERS 


IN AMERICA 






= hampion \\ = 
INSTITUTION HEUBI, BRILLANI MONT, LAUSANNE 
First-class boarding school for girls 
CHATEAU BRILLANTMONT: Modern languages, 
sciences, art 
VILLA BRILLANTMONT: 


All tuition in French 


Domestic economy school 
Highest references 














FRENCH EDUCATIONAL HOME 

For Girls Lausanne, Switzerland 

French, Music, Literature, History of Art 
Number of pupils limited to ten. 

Mrs. G. Schroeder, La Roseraie, Chemin de Jurigoz 




















CHATEAU DE GROSLAY (S.-0.) 


near Paris. A high-class finishing school for French 


and Foreign girls. Magnificent residence. Large 

park, 20 minutes from gare du Nord by train, 30 

by car. Its Paris Branch 
RIBERA 

37 Rue Ribéra (XVie). Comfortable private 

house, garden. Thorough French studies. Art, 

sightseeing, traveling Write for prospectus to 


Madame Benasson-Merignac, 
37 Rue Ribera Paris, France 


EUROPEAN 
TRAVEL 


WITH TUTORS 





MEDITERRANEAN ROUTE 
Art, History, Languages 

Four months. Sail Feb. 23 
Right young women, Egypt, 
Palestine, Greece, if desired. 
Miss ELIZABETH PERSONS, ‘A.B. (Wells) 
M.A. (Johns Hopkins) ANNAPOL IS, Maryland. 


Sixth Season Itinerary on request. 





SWITZERLAND 


Institution des Essarts 
(Founded in 1874. Completely reorganized in 1921) 
High-Class Boarding School for Girls 
(aged 10 to 20) Day boarders accepted 
TERRITET-MONTREUX 
(Lake of Geneva) 

Special Study of the French Language and litera- 
ture. History of Art. Modern Languages, Music, 
and Painting. Sports. Individual care and tuition, 

Distinguished Education. _ 
Prospectus and references from the 


Miss MAC LEAN’S PARIS SCHOOL 


for American Girls. 51 Avenue Marceau 
Ninth year. Number pupils limited to eight. Six 
months study in Paris: two months travel. For 
catalog, address. Miss CLAIRE KELLOGG 

56 West 50th Street New York City 





Principal. 











f ——— 


Tutoring 


eter 3 


PRIVATE TUTOR 


Eleme ntary and College Preparatory Branches— 
lodern and Classical Languages 
E ae by leading schools of the city. 
Mes. H. D. Roberts 62 West 84th Street 
Schuyler 3822 New York City 











women 





pron arin vatican rem sed ee 


New York—Co-ed. 


sn cemrnenn 








bese ernment | 





Happy Hours Kindergarten 


For children from 3 to 6 years of age. Afternoon 
play group under special supervision for children 
8 to 10. Booklet on request. Mrs. M. C. WuyTE, 
345 West S6th Street, New York. 














T' WOULD seem unnecessary 
all” for 1924. 


of making the selection now. 
you will accomplish two things. 


First, 


after your child’s interests. 


now for 
selection write to 


HARPER’S 


119 West goth Street 





Select Your School Now 


to continually 
that now is the time to settle the School question 


So many families, however, put off until the summer months the 
selection of a School, that I want to urge upon you the importance 
By selecting the School at this time, 


it will enable you to make a better selection because 
many schools, whose lists will be closed in a few months, now 
have vacancies for the Fall term. 


Second, by notifying the school of your selection at an 
early date, it will enable the principal to close the entrance 
list at a much earlier date and make better plans for looking 
Thus, 

early selection reacts in your favor. 

Harper’s Bazar has spared no expense in bringing to your attention 


anouncements of the finest schools in the country. 
catalogs and illustrated literature or for help in making a 


Ninth 2. CKautro 


BAZAR SCHOOL DEPARTMENT 


remind our readers 
“Once and for 


in a very direct way, an 


Write to them 


Director 


New York City 























MM 


vant 





New York—Girls 


ee 








HLL 


The ‘Secueema School | THE FINCH SCHOOL 


Of Home Making and Community Subjects. Regu- 
lar course one year. Also part time courses. Second 
term begins pourunty 4. Box B, 136 E. 55th St., 
New York City 


THE BROWNSON SCHOOL 
Private School for Catholic Girls 
Resident and Day Pupils 
French the Language of the house 
rs. ATWoop VIOLET 
24 East o1st Street New York 





22- 





THE VELTIN SCHOOL 


A Day School for Girls. 
College Preparatory and General Courses. 
Conveniently reached from all parts of the city. 
Outdoor playground. 


60-162 West 74th Street, New York. 





The SEMPLE SCHOOL for GIRLS 
Opposite Central Park. Boarding and Day Pupils. 
College Preparatory. Post Graduate. Finishing 
courses. Languages, Art, Music and Dramatic 
Art. i life. Outdoor Recreation. 

Darrington Semple, Principal, 
241- oan Central Park West, Box C, New York City 


Institute of Wusical Art 


All branches of music. _Important 

Piano Faculty. CARL FRIEDBERG. 
FRANK DAMROSCH, Director. 

120 Claremont Ave., cor. 122nd St., New York 


CUDDER SCHOOL— MUSIC 


Voice, piano, organ, violin, cello, flute, harp, 
ete. 16 master-artist instructors. Academic 
subjects, French, Spanish, etc. 
Dormitories. Ask for catalog. 
WINFIELD ABELL, Dir., 244 W. 72d St., N. Y. 


GARDNER SCHOOL 


11 East 51st Street, New York City 
A thorough school with delightful home life. 
College preparatory, academic, secretarial, elective 
courses Music. Outdoor sports. 68th year. 
Miss Eltinge and Miss Masland, Principals. 





Endowed. 
addition 
Catalog. 


to 











61 East 77th Street New York City 


A Boarding and a School for Girls, emphasizing 
post-graduate work 





NEW YorK, Long Island, Garden City. 


Cathedral School of Saint Mary 


SCHOOL FOR GIRLS. 
general courses. Box B. 


MIss MIRIAM A. BYTEL, Principal. 


College preparatory and 





DONGAN HALL 
A Country School fifteen miles from New York 
overlooking the harbor 
College Preparation. General Course. Art, Music. 
Fields for variety of Sports. Riding 
neipal. 


MMA BARBER TURNBACH, A.B., 
s i 2 


EM Pri 
Dongan Hills taten’ Island, 





HEWLETT SCHOOL 


White's Lane, Cedarhurst, L. I., N. Y. 
Twenty miles from New York City. Day and 
boarding school for girls. Primary through College 
preparatory. Country life with outdoor sports. 





MARYMOUNT 


SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
COLLEGE FOR WOMEN 
Chartered by the Regents of the University of the 
State of New York with power to confer degrees. 
Write for Catalogue to The Reverend Mother. 
Tarrytown-on-Hudson New York 





DREW SEMINARY 
The Carmel School for Girls on beautiful Lake 
Gleneida. 49 miles from New York. 600 feet ele- 
vation. High scholastic standing. Small classes. 
General and special courses. (Separate building for 
Junior School.) Athletics. 58th year. Moderate 
charges. For catalog address 

I a MCCLELLAND, President, 

Carmel, N. Y. 








Day and 
Boarding 
near Riverside Drive. 

School—preparatory 
( 3) Household Arts; 


THE SCUDDER SCHOOL 


7. buildings, West aa St., 
Practical courses: (1) High 
aud general; (2) Secretarial; 


(4) Social Welfare and Community Service; 
(5) —_——— all branches. 15 instructors. Summer 
oe 


Miss oF B. Scudder, 244 W. 72nd St., N. Y. City 





URSULINE ACADEMY 


A convent school, two hours from New York City. 
Elementary, Intermediate, College Preparatory. 
Courses in Music, Modern Languages, Secretary- 
ship, with diploma. Horseback riding, all athletics. 
Summer Camp. Address Ursuline Sisters, Box B, 
Middletown, N. Y 








New York—Girls 











The 
SCOVILLE SCHOOL 


1006 Fifth Ave., N. ¥.C. Opp. Art Museum & Central Park 
Boarding and Day School for Girls 
Complete academic, college prepar- 
E atory and advanced studies 


A i 


OSSINING SCHOOL For Girls 


Academic, College Prep., Art, Music, Dramatics, 
Secretarial and Home Making Courses. Separate 
School for young girls. Beautiful Westchester, 30 
miles from N. Y. 55th year. CLARA C. FULLER, 
Prin., Box 2 B, Ossining-on-Hudson, N. Y. 




















“KNOX School 


For girls, College Preparatory, advanced academic 
course with diploma, music, art, home economics 
Horseback riding. Winter sports. Lower school for 
girls 10 to 12 years old. Mrs. RUSSELL HOUGHTON, 
Box B, Cooperstown, New York. 


BRIARCLIFF 


“Mrs. Doms School for Girls 
Mrs. EDITH COOPER HARTMAN, B.S. Principal 
BRIARCLIFF MANOR ~~~ NEW YORK 


Ges Che Castle 


Miss Mason's School 
hi~- for Girls 















HIGHLAND MANOR 


A_non-sectarian country boarding school for girls. 
45 minutes from New York. Primary, Intermedi- 
ate, College Preparatory, Postgraduate. Thorough 
music courses, all branches. 

EUGENE H. jBHMAN 


Tarrytow .. - —, sl Box B. 








LN AN 


Chaperonage Homes 








TEASDALE RESIDENCE 


For Girl Students and Young Women 
326 West 80th St. Riverside Drive, N. Y. C. 


French eae Uf desired 
Seasonal and transient guests Week-end parties 
Chaperonage. Tel. Endicott 7858 





Jets. Boswell’s Residence 


346 W. 84th St., at Riverside Drive, New York 
A Mictentful home for girls attending any school, 
college or studio for long or short periods. _ eatin 
chaperonage. Seventh Year. Catalogu 
Tel. Schuy er 3106. een oo year. 


FRENCH HOME SCHOOL 


Planned opetastvety for girls pursuing special 
studies in New York. Exceptional opportuni- 
ties for French. 

MISS MACINTYRE or MLLE. TALGUEN 
320 W. 107th St., New York City 
Riverside Drive 














Attractibe #ew Bork Home 
FOR A FEW GIRL STUDENTS 


Write for information to Miss M. C. Belden 
391 West End Ave., New York City 


Near Riverside Drive 


Telephone Endicott 0016 Chaperonage 

















New York—Boys 
SCHOOL 


AWLIN FOR BOYS 


Dr. Frederick L. Gamage, Headmaster 
Pawling New York 


WOODLAND SCHOOL 


Boys 8 18. In Catskills, 1500 ft. elevation. 
Ideal for y a. strohg, manly boys, preparing 
for college or life. Skiing, snow-shoeing, skating. 
Athletics. ee ) buildings, Soh acres. 
Erwin S. Spink, A.B., N.Y. 











Square House at Saint James 
St. James, Long Island 


50 miles from New York. North Shore Sound. 
100 acres field and woodland. All year normal, 


happy, outdoor life for boys under 17. Expert 
individual teaching. Trainin for Christian 
manliness. J. A. SNELLGROVE, Director. 


* a Box 942, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York 





ES TELS A: 











wvunenped 





‘. 


al 


ll AML A 


a 





o- 


Je 


oO 


DRE 2 








North South, 








_ East 
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New England—Girls 





‘Eauammine 








Che Raymond Riordon School 


College preparatory, also Business Course. Work 

and play carefully directed for the advancement of 

the individual boy. Catalog. Address 
Raymond Riordan, Highland, N. Y. 


The STORM KING Schoot 


formerly The STONE SCHOOL Established 1867 
On Storm King Mountain. 50 Miles from New York. 
A progressive College Preparatory School. Attractive 
Outdoor Life. Catalog and book of views on request. 
Alvan E. Duerr, Headmaster Cornwall-on-b.udson, N. Y. 








MANLIUS — Saint John’s School 

College Preparatory, Military 
Among the hills, near Syracuse. Graduates now 
attending 44 colleges. Thoroughly equipped. 
Well ordered athletics. Business course. Junior 
school for boys 10 to 14. 35 years under present 
management. Catalogue. 

otras en. Wm. Verbeck, Pres. 
Ox 122, Manlius, N. 7. 








New York Military Academy 
A SCHOOL OF DISTINCTION 


CORNW. aa on HUDSON Lg 5 or Peg oo MILTON F. 
New Yor Davis, U. PERINTENDENT 














New Jersey—Girls 
SCHOOL 


DW IGH FOR GIRLS 


College Preparation. Special Finishing Courses. 
Athletics, Gymnasium, Tennis, Riding. 

Write for illustrated catalog. 

Miss E. 8. CREIGHTON, Principal, Englewood, N.J. 


MISS GILDNER’S 
Girls and over PRINCETON SCHOOL 


Miss Laura B. Gildner, Princeton, N. J. 








Pennsylvania— Boys i 

r—SW ARTHMORE 

Preparatory School 

A few enrollments will be accepted 

following the Christmas holidays 
Send for Catalog. 


WILLARD P. TOMLINSON, M.A. 
Box 24 Swarthmore, Pa. 


























CASCADILLA 


College Preparatory School for Boys. Individual 
attention. Small classes. Athletics. Well-known 
school crew. Enrollment 100. Write for catalogs. 
THE CASCADILLA SCHOOLS, Box 150, Ithaca, N. Y 





NEW YORK, Tarrytown-on-Huds9 on. , , 
b 25 miles from 
Irving School for Boys Noy ern in 
the beautiful, historic ‘Irving’ country. 87th year 
32 years under present Headmaster. Extensive 
grounds. Modern and complete equipment. Pre- 
pares for all colleges and technical schools. ae 
field. i Rg a: Pool. Gymnasium. Me ¥. N 
FuRMAN, L. D., Headmaster, Box £ 








New Jersey— Boys 








FREEHOLD *xv SCHOOL 


for boys 7 to 15. Modified military training—incul- 
cates obedience, orderliness, s:lf-reliance. Theschool 
with the personal touch. Catalog. Address 
MaJOR CHAS. M. DUNCAN, Box 22, Freehold, N. J. 
Athletic sports. 60- 


acre campus. Prepares 


for college and business life. ‘Moderate rates. 
Lower School for boys from 10 to 14. 
Roger W. Swetland, Headmaster, Box 2S, Hightstown, N. J. 





For the all-around edu- 
cation of manly boys. 





ole 
Roosevelt Military Academy 
Perpetuates the vigorous ideals and robust Ameri- 
canism of Theodore Roosevelt. Strong outdoor life: 
progressive curriculum. Fits boys for leadership. 
senior and Junior Schools. Catalog. 
John B. Carrington, epcennsten, 
West Englewood, N. 





WENONAH MILITARY ACADEMY 


12 miles from Philadelphia. Teachers of experience 
and character prepared for college and business. 
sound principles of teaching—emphasizing HOW 
to study. Special school for Juniors. 

ajor C. A. Snyder, Superintendent 

Box 442, Wenonah, New Jersey 








New Jersey—Girls 


srermaniteenemananrs 





The Parsons School 


An all the year home school for girls from four to 
fourteen years of age. Small group, personal care, 
thorough __ instruction. Ideally healthy _ loca- 
tion near New York. Send for further particulars to 
H. Grace Parsons, Box B, Essex Felis, N. J. 








CENTENARY COLLEGIATE INSTITUTE 
A girls’ school in beautiful country near New York. 
50th year. 5 modern buildings; 50 acres; $600,000 
equipment: athletics, swimming pool, etc. Sensible 
regulation and dress. College preparatory certifi- 
cates. General and special courses. Catalog on 
request. DR. ROBERT J. TREVORROW, PRES., 
Box 44, Hackettstown, N. J. 





al 9 “ee 
St. Mary’s Hall for Girls 
Founded in 1837 
Cc i Preneraesey. General and Advanced Course 
Art, Home Economics and Secretarial 
Mrs. JOHN F EARNLEY, Principal. 
Box 418, Burlington, N. J. 


rs Gale. 





MISS BEARD’S SCHOOL for GIRLS 


A country school, 13 miles from New York. College 
Preparatory. Advanced Courses. Junior High 
School. Music, Art, Domestic Science. Supervised 
ph ysical work in gymnasium and field. Catalogue. 
Lucie C. BEARD, HEADMISTRESS, Orange, N. J. 














ST. LUKE’S SCHOOL 
Wayne (Main Line P. R.R.), Pa. 
Healthful location, homelike buildings. 
and physical instruction, high moral infinense 
makes unusual appeal to parents and boys. Junior 
school for younger boys. Prepares for college 
or business. 
CHARLES HENRY A.M., 


Mentz 


STROUT, Headmaster. 





FRANKLIN AND MARSHALL ACADEMY 


Prepares boys for all Colleges and Technical 
Schools. ¢ ‘omplete modern equipment and good 
physical training department. Old _ established 
school on basis allowing moderate terms. Catalogue 
on request. Address E. M. HARTMAN, Principal 
Box 408, Lancaster, Pa. 





NAZARETH HALL MILITARY ACADEMY 


Box 50, Nazareth, Pa. Founded 1743. College 
preparatory and business courses. Senior, Inter- 
mediate and Junior Departments. Gymnasium 
and Swimming Pool. All gf ga —— Mini- 
mum age of Junior School, 9 year: Address the 
REV. A. D. THAELER, D.D., Principal. 








Pennsylvania—Co-ed. 











WYOMING SEMINARY 


A co-educational school strong in character build- 


ing. College preparation. Business. Music, Art, 
Oratory and Home Economics. Gymnasium and 
Athletic field. 79th year. Endowed. Catalog. 


L. L. SPRAGUE, D.D., L.H.D.. Pres. 
Kingston, Pa. 





SEVEN GABLES 


A School That is a Home Also 

For Younger Girls 6-14 years 
Ideally situg uted in country surroundings with all 
a city’s conveniences. Cosy rooms, splendid care 
and companionship. W ide range of instruction in- 
cluding music and art. Out-door activities. Gym- 
nasium and swimming pool. For catalog address 

Mr. & Mrs. H. M. CRIST, Principals 

Box 1510 Swarthmore, Pa. 





PENN HALL 


SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
zounsee 1906. New Plant Erected 1920. 25 acre 
Campus. Room in suites or two with bath between. 
Regular and special courses. Moderate rate. FRANK 
S$. MAGILL, Principal, Box H, Chambersburg, Pa. 





BEECHWOOD Jenkintown, Pa. Suburb 
of Philadelphia. School 
for practical training of young women. Junior Col- 
lege Departments, Music, Art, Home Economics, 
Kindergarten, Normal Gymnastics, ete. Pipe 
organ, gymnasium. Address as above. 





OGONTZ SCHOOL 


Founded 1850. A school for = occupying an 
estate on the summit of Rydal Hills, 25 minutes 
from Phila. Illustrated booklet describing new 
building mailed on request. Rydal, Junior De- 
partment. Miss Abby A. Sutherland, Principal, 
Rydal, Montgomery County, Pa. 





HARCUM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
3% Thorough college preparation; or special 
ze study. Music, Art. New building, large 
grounds. Athletics, riding. Mrs. E. H. 
eg) NP i B. L., Head of School, Mrs. L. 


See) 3 Willis, B. P., Principal, Box B, Bryn 
Mawr, Pa. 









DARLINGTON £920 Wer 

For Young Women 
Develops personality, vitality, efficiency. Sixty- 
acre estate. Personnel ngineering. Secretarial 
Domestic Science, Ph al Education, Cultural 
Arts and College Preparatory courses. All Sports, 
Gymnasium, swimming poe. Cats log 
Christine F. Bye, Prin., Box 622, West Chater, Pa. 












PENNSYLVANIA, Overbrook 

or Girls. Sub- 
Miss Sayward’ s School urb of Philadel- 
phia. College Preparatory and Secretarial Courses 
Music, Domestic Science, Physical training, out- 
door sports, horseback riding, swimming. Devcl- 

ops character, = and body. Write Dept. B. 
Iss JANET SAYWARD, Principal. 





MRS. CASKIN’S 
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Founded 1911 
Overbrook, Pennsylvania 


College Preparatory, Vocation: 


| 
Domestic Arts, Music—Thuel Burnham 





Pennsylvania—Girls 








The Birmingham School for Girls 
Birmingham, Pa. Thorough college preparation 
and courses for girls not going to college. Gym- 
nasium, swimming-pool, sleeping porch. Catalogue. 
S. MOULTON, Headmaster, ALVAN R. 
G RIER, President, ‘Box 135, Birmingham, Pa. 





BISHOPTHROPE MANOR 
A select school for girls 
Convenient to New York and Philadelphia. 
College preparatory and general courses. Secre- 
tarial work. CLAUDE N. WYANT, Principal, 
Box 246, Bethichem, Pa. 





HIGHLAND HALL 


Founded 1867 
PREPARES GIRLS FOR ALL COLLEGES 


ModernEducational Standards, Unusual Equipment 
Spacious Buildings, Abundant Outdoor Life. 


Miss Ellen C. Keates, Principal, Hollidaysburg, Pa. 





LINDEN HALL School for 100 Girls 
3, Year. 

te Far-famed Lancaster Co., “‘Garden Spot of the 

S.”" College Preparatory, General Academic, 
Tena Economics, Secretarial, Music, Art, Ex- 
pression. Courses for High gradus ates. 
Separate Junior and Intermediate Depts. Gym- 
nasium, Swimming Pool. Attractive, wholesome 
ye Careful supervision. Catalog. Address 

. W. STENGEL, D.D., Box 122, Lititz, Pa. 





CEDAR CREST A college with modern dor- 

mitories and equipment, at- 
tractive suburban site, congenial campus life. De- 
gree and certificate courses. Liberal Arts, A.B. 
Secretarial Science, B.S.S. Household Arts, B.S. 
Music and Expression, A.B. Accredited Teachers’ 
Courses. Address Wm. H. Curtis, Litt.D., Presi- 
dent, Allentown, Pa. 











The SCHOOL QUESTION 


These Schools are known to Harper's Bazar, 
but if there is a question in your mind lct us 
answer it for you. Write to = Bazar, 
119 West 4oth St., New York 
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New England—Girls 


Ennai 








St. Clare’s School (£piscopa!) 


Interesting home and school life. Individual care 
and character training for girls 5 to years. 
College women in charge. School year $80%. 
Addrcss Secretary St. Clare’s School, Stamford, 
Connecticut. 





BROMLEY 


A school for girls from 12 to 15 years of age. Pre- 
paratory for Bradford Academy. Directed study 
and play. All advantages of Bradford Academy 
equipment. 
For Booklet, address 
THE DiREcTOR, Box 21, Bradford, Mass. 





TENACRE 


A Country School for Girls 10 to 14. Preparatory 
to Dana Hall, 14 miles from Boston. All sports and 
= supervised and adapted to the age of the 

upil. Finest instruction, care and influences. Miss 
Fielen Temple Cooke, Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass. 








Whiting Hall 


A home school in the country for girls from 10 to 
between Boston and Worcester. 
with the best preparatory schools. 
Modern equipment. New gymnasium. Booklet. Mr. 
Elbridge C. Whiting, Amherst, Yale: Mrs. Whiting, 
Wellesley, Principals, South Sudbury, Mass. 


THEGARLAND SCHOOL 
of HOMEMAKING 
Booklet on training for efficient Home Making 
MRS. MARGARET J. STANNARD, Director 
2 CHESTNUT STREET BOSTON, MASS. 





The Miss Farmer School of Cookery 


Home of the Boston ¢ ooking School Cook Book. 
Cookery and Household Technique for the home and 
for professional use. Six months and intensive short 
courses. Send for booklet. Miss Alice Bradley, 
Principal, 30 Huntington Avenue, Boston, Mass. 








LINCOLN SCHOOL 
College Preparatory for Girls. General Courses. 
Modern fireproof buildings. All sports Country 
life. City advantages. 
Miss MIRIAM SEWALL CONVERSE, 
Providence, Rhode Island. 


Principal 





The Mary C. Wheeler School 


A New England Town and* Country School for 
Girls. College preparatory, general and post-grad- 
uate courses. Advanced studio classes Music 
Country residence for girls 10 to 14 years of age. 
PROVIDENCE, Rhode Island 





WALNUT HILL SCHOOL 


30 Highland Street, Natick, Mass. 
A College Preparatory School for Girls. 17 miles 
from Boston. 46 Acres. Skating Pond. Athletic 
Fields. 6 Buildings. Gymnasium. 
Miss Conant, iss Bigelow, Principals. 








THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 





Founded by Mary Buroham in 1877 
Opposite Smith c meg ama DUS. 
Miss HELEN E ~ a “audmist re 





i 
Nooo ampton, Massac nuse tts. 





HOUSE IN THE PINES 


NorTON, Mass., 10 Pine St.,30 miles from Boston 

A School for Girls. College preparatory and 
advanced courses. Music, Art, Household Arts. 
Secretarial courses. Every attention, not only to 
habits of study, but to each girl’s health and 
happiness. Miss GERTRUDE E. CorNIsH, Principal 





CHOATE SCHOOL 


1600 Beacon Street, Brookline, Mass. 
Home and day school for girls. Special emphasis 
on college preparatory work. 


AUGUSTA CHOATE, Vassar A.B., A.M., Principal 


Kendall Hall 


wen SCHOOL 

College Preparation, One 
Special Intensive Year. 

Mr. and Mrs. C. P. Kendall, Prides Crossing, 

Beverly, Mass. 








THE CHAMBERLAYNE SCHOOL 


Intensive preparation for college, general and 
speci cours:s. Music, art, languages—native 
teachers. Out-of-door sports. 261 Clarendon St., 
Corner of Commonwealth Avenue, Boston, Mass. 








Mount Ida School for Girls 


Preparatory, finishing school. Exceptional oppor- 
tunities, with a delightful home life. 


Send for New Year Book 
2520 Summit Street, Newton, Mass 





ROGERS HALL 


A ScuHoou For GIRLS 
Lowell, Massachusetts 


Miss Otive Sewart Parsons, Principal 





the F RSKINE  scxoot 


After training in Arts, Vocations, Business 
for College and High School Graduates. 


Miss E. E. McClintock, 129 Beacon St., Boston. 





School Information 


Select your School from a recommended list. 
The best are here. If you desire additional 
information, write Harper’s Bazar School De- 
partment, 119 West 4oth Street, New York. 
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—The 
Ely School 


For Girls 


Greenwich, Conn. 

















In the country. One hour from 
New York. Junior and Upper 
Schools. General, College Prepara- 


tory and Graduate Courses. Also 
one-year course, intensive college 
preparatory review 














SOUTHFIELD POINT HALL 
4 school for girls Beautifully located on Long 
Island Sound Intermediate, College Preparatory 
and General Course Music Horseback riding 
and all sports Outdoor life a special feature 
Catalog upon request. JESSIE CALLAM GRAY, B.A., 
Principal, ( Davenport Drive, Stamford, Conn. 





SAINT MARGARET'S SCHOOL 


iSth year College preparatory Secretarial and 

Domestic Science Courses. Gymnasium. Organized 

athletics Outdoor life on 50-acre school farm 

Miss EMILY GARDEN MUNRO, A.M., Principal 
Waterbury, Conn 





GLEN EDEN 
GLEN EDEN—For high-se hoot girls or graduates. 
Suburban to New York City, 50 minutes from 
Fifth Avenue. Mz uleens buildings of granite; 
beautiful grounds; advantages exceptional. Choice 
f studies 
Address; 


Recording Secretary, Glen Eden, 


Stamford, Conn 





HILLSIDE vr": Serr 
7m 45 miles from New York. Preparation 


¥for college entrance examinations 
General courses. Organized athletics. 


Margaret R. Brendlinger, A. B. (Vassar) 
Vida Hunt Francis, A.B. (Smith), Principals. 


HOWE-MAROT 4°ci. 


Preparation for College. -General Courses. 
Athletics and Sports 
Mary Louise Marot Thompson, Conn. 
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of to-day. 


your youngest! 


Think of the schooling. 


school? 


child to grow up with? 


schools in the United States. 
fully. 


119 West 4oth Street 





The Youngest 
Generation 


UCH has been written and is still being written on the 

subject of the Younger Generation. 
the Great War, the favorite theme of popular novelists, play- 
wrights, and scenario writers has been these younger people, 
who in recent years, have changed their habits of life, and some 
of their views of life in general. 


The real problem confronting parents to-day, however, is not 
that of the young people already grown to years of maturity. 
It is that of the youngest generation,—the school boys and girls 
The destinies of these boys and girls are still in 
your hands—their lives still yours to mould. 


Give some thought and attention now to the education of 


Does your child attend a good 
Has it the best in ideals as well as education? Are 
the teachers men and women of character as well as learning? 
Are the other boys and girls the kind of children you wish your 


In these pages of Harper’s Bazar, you will find the best 
Read their announcements care- 
Write for their catalogues. 
advice for your own particular child, write to 


HARPER’S BAZAR SCHOOL DEPARTMENT 


Since the end of 


And if you need further 


New York City 
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New England—Co-ed. 


una stoma annem 


ST. ELIZABETH-OF-THE-ROSES 
A Mother School 
Episcopal. Open all year. Children 3 to 12. One 
hour from New York. Usual studies. Out-door 
sports. $600 covers expenses of School year. 
Mrs. W. B. STODDARD, Directress, 
Box B, Noroton, Conn. 











EAST GREENWICH ACADEMY 


Co-educational Founded 1802. 7 buildings 13 
instructors College preparatory, Academic, Busi- 
ness, Music. Junior School Gymnasium and 
athletic field. Christian ideals. Tuition $500. 


Rev. J. FRANCIS COOPER, D.D., Principal 
On Narragansett Bay, East Greenwich, ®. 6. 








Holmewood School 


One 5" the finest equipped schools 
in the East for boys and girls 4 to 16. 
In the Connecticut Hills 
40 miles from New York City. 
Rates $70 monthly 
Mrs. Louise S. Tebbetts 


New Canaan Connecticut 
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Siow England Boys 


Allen-Chalmers | 


A Country School for Boys 
Graduates of this year are in Harvard, Dartmouth, 
Brown, Tufts, Columbia, Cornell 
Regularity, Younger and Older Boys 
in Separate Schools 
Boston within 9 miles. 
Illustrated Booklets or Catalog on request. 
THOMAS CHALMERS, D.D., Director 
est Newton, Massachusetts. 








Military 





MILFORD 


A college preparatory school for bese of 16 and 
over. Formerly the Rosenbaum School. Small 
classes and individual instruction. Minimum 


tuition including room and board for the entire 
school year, $2,000 : 
SAMUEL B. RosENBAUM, Principal, Milford, Conn 

















New England—Boys 











WORCESTER ACADEMY /2R Bors oF Asmury 


WORCESTER, MASSACHUSETTS 


WITH COLLEGE VISION 











—— NN a 
WARD-BELMONT 
FoR GIRLS AND YOUNG W/OMEN 

WARD-BELMONT combines high- 
est academic training and advan- 
tages of extensive grounds and 
equipment with that much-sought- 
for Southern culture and refinement. 
WARD-BELMONT offers a six- 
year course of study embracing two 
years of college. Its well-balanced 
curriculum meets the individual 
needs of students. Early application 
for 1923-24 is necessary. Address 
WARD-BELMONT 
Heights, Box 12, Nashvill 








Miss Harris’ Florida School 


Under northern management, northern faculty. 
Tourist pupils use home text-books. Outdoor 
classes, ocean bathing throughout winter. Board- 
ing and day school departments. October to June. 
1057 Brickell Avenue iami, Florida 





BRENAU COLLEGE CONSERVATORY 


Noted for: select patronage 30 states; pleasant 
social life; location foothills Blue Ridge Mts. North 
= Atlanta; Standard B. course; special advan- 

ages in music, rg art, 
papateal culture. 31 buildings. 
swimming, boating, a... riding, etc. 
log and illustrated book. 

Address BRENAU, Box H, Gainesville, Ga. 


domestic science, 
Outdoor sports: 
Cata- 





MAROBERT HALL 


The Boarding Department of 
The Girls’ Latin School 
Excellent College Preperation at Modern Rates. 
Cultural Course with Resident Peabody Teacher. 
= Year. Catalog. 1225 St. Paul St., Baltimore, 





The Roberts Beach School 


Fifty girls with faculty of ten. we college 
> : ts 
Mrs. E. SELLEW ROBERTS, A.M., 


SARAH M. BEACH, Ph.D., Principals. Box 100, 
Catonsville, Md. 





MARYLAND COLLEGE 


For Women. Ten miles from Baltimore. Four-year 
courses leading to all degrees. Two-year certificate 
Personal supervision 4 Bie 3 faculty. 


course. 
Modern fireproof _buildings. wimming pool. 
Catalog. Box 2B, Lutherville, Maryan: 





ST. HILDA’S HALL, Charles Town, W. Va. 


The Chevron School for Girls, Episcopal. In 
the Shenandoah Valley. College preparatory. 
Elective Courses. Music and Art. Athletics. 
Open air classes. Individual instruction. $600. 
Catalog. MARIAH PENDLETON DUVAL, Principal. 








RIDGEFIELD 


A school for a selected group of 
boys, in the_ foothills of the 


Berkshires. College preparatory. 
Excellent record ta health and 
scholarship. 


Theodore C. Jessup, Headmaster, Ridgefield,Conn. 








WESTMINSTER SCHOOL 
SIMSBURY, CONN. 
RAYMOND R. McORMOND, HEADMASTER 














ROXBURY 
Instructions given individually or in classes of from 
two to five according to the boy’s needs. Approxi- 
mately 98°, of our tinal candidates are successful in 
entering college. Athletics under the direction of 
experts. Boys mer enter at any time. Catalog. 
A. SHERIFF, DEAN 
Roxbury Me hool, Inc., Cc heshire, Conn. 





Southern—Boys 











TOME SCHOOL FOR BOYS 


Rate 
. MURRAY PEABODY BRUSH, 
Ph.D., Director, Port Deposit, Md. 





Fishburne Military School 


Prepares for universities and business -. 
Personal attention. R. O. T. C. under U. S. Wai 
Department. 44th year. New $250,000 ireproot 
equipment. Catalogue. MAJ. seenea H. 
Hupeins, Prin., Box H, Waynesboro, Va. 





WILLISTON 


A PREPARATORY SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
Sturdy New England Ideals 


a Record, a u 
Wr r Catalog and Illustrated Bookle 
ARCHIBAL D v "GALB AITH, East are al Mass. 








POWDER POINT SCHOOL 


Ww ill understand your boy and help him to under- 
stand himself. 
R PH K. BEARCE, A.M., Headmaster 

54 King Caesar Road, Duxbury, Mass. 





The DeWitt ~ Clinton : School 
SCHOOL, FOR 
ese. for oy Be and eelesmatg Schools. 
Resident Accommodation for a limited number. 
Address: JOHN B. HEBBERD, A.M., Director, 
107 Cotton Street, Newton, Mass. 


THE MITCHELL SCHOOL 


A school that appeals to the American Boy and the 
discriminating parent. Exponents of clean sport, 
fair play ay, and thoro work. Upper and lower school. 
LEXANDER H. MITCHELL, Principal, 
Box K, Billerica, Mass. 








BLACKSTONE RTT ARY peaeeses 

“(MAKING FOUR-SQUAR 
College Preparatory and home pt en fe boys in 
healthful Piedmont section of Virginia. Full Com- 
mercial Courses. New fire-proof Administration 
Building and Barracks. Tuition $525.00. r 
catalogue address 

OL. E. S. L1Gon, President, 

Box M, Blackstone, Va. 





STAUNTON MILITARY ACADEMY 
Boys from 10 to 20 years old prepared for the Uni- 
Yersition, Government i or Busi q 
Gymnasium, swimming oo and athletic park. 
eee plant. Charges $650. For catalogue 

ress 
Col. Thos. H. Russell, B.S., Pres. 
Box B (Kable Station), Staunton, Va. 








STUY VESANT 


50 Miles from Washington 
In foothills of Blue Ridge. Healthful, open-air life 
for boys. Prepares for college. Write for catalog. 
EDWIN B. KING, Headmaster, Warrenton, Virginia. 





Stuart Hall, Staunton, Virginia 


Episcopal school for girls—Eighty-first Session. 
Rich in traditions of the past: alive to the needs of 
the present. Thorough college preparation. Out- 
— oe Address Mrs. H. N. HILLs, A. B. 
ox H. 





VIRGINIA COLLEGE for Girls and id Yous Women 
Box KE, VA. 
In the Valley of Virginia, re for health and 
beauty. Elective. Preparatory and full Junior 
College courses. Music, Art, Expression. Domestic 
Science. Catalogue. Address MATTIE P. HARRIS, 
President. Mrs. GERTRUDE HARRIS BOATWRIGHT, 
Vice-President. 





SULLINS COLLEGE Bristol. Virginia 


For Girls, High School and Junior College Courses. 
Music, Expression, Domestic Science, etc. New 
buildings: every b> 
™ 4 Horseback riding. poounaeen climate. 
W. E. MARTIN, Ph.D., Pres., Box B 





FAIRFAX HALL—For Girls 


In the Blue Ridge Mountains. College prepara- 
tory, Riding, Golf. 1 year nner oll work. Music, 
Art, Home Economics, es? ession Sec i 


JOHN NOBLE MAXWELL, “President, Box H, Basic, Va. 








Southern Church Schools 











Church Schools in the Diocese of Virginia, Inc. 


President- po renin of Va. Epise. Ch. ownership; health; echal- 
arship, re; beauty. BOYS: St. Christ "s—$650, 
fiennond; Ch Christchurch—$400, Christchurch P.O., Middle- 
sex Co. GIRLS: St. Catherine's Richmond; ne 
Anne’s—$500, Charlottesville; St. Margaret’s—$450, Tap- 
pahaanock, Essex Co. Catalogs from Princinala 
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OAKCREST 
WASHINGTON, D.C 


ADDRESS 
THE SECRETARY 





KING - SMITH STUDIO - SCHOOL 


For young women. Music, languages, dancing, dra- 
matie art: any art, academic or college subject may be 
elected. Tuition according to amountofwork taken. 

R. & MRS. AUGUST KING-S Directors. 
1751 New Hampshire Ave., Washington DB. C. 









ational Park 
Seminary 


Suburbs of Washington, D. C. 
James E. Ament, Ph.D., LL.D. 
President 
A National Boarding School for 
Two-year Junior College with special 
College Preparatory. 
Ninety-acre campus. 

Address 


Girls. 
and vocational courses. 
Thirty-two buildings. 

Send for descriptive catalog. 


REGISTRAR, Box 170, Forest Glen, Maryland 











Colonial School for Girls 


Advantages of National Capital. Refined 
residence section. High School, College Prepara- 
tory, Collegiate courses. Domestic 5 
Secretarial. Music, Art, Expression. 
Miss CHARLOTTE CRITTENDEN EVERETT, Prin., 
1533 Eighteenth St., N. W., Washington, D.C. 





FAIRMONT School for Girls 


Washington, D.C. Regular and Special Courses. 
Advanced Courses for High School graduates. 
Music, Art, Expression. Educational advantages 
of National Capital. For catalogue, address 


Fairmont School, 2111 S Street, Washington, D. C. 








| Catalogue. 





| JESSICA S. VANC! 


MILITARY 
ACADEMY 


For catalog address The 
Secretary, CULVER, Ind. 


HORPE 


I SCHOOL = Boys under 15 CAMP 


One hour from Chicago. Pelican Lake, Wis. 
Address Vice President’s Office, Lake Forest, Illinois 


ULVER 











NEW MEXICO MILITARY INSTITUTE 


High School and two years of College with + on 
Mild, dry, climate. 80 Saddle Horses. Two polo 
fields. (No charge for riding.) Tuition $630 in- 
cludes uniforms and books. 
COLONEL J. C. TROUTMAN, Superintendent, 
Box B, Roswell, New Mexico. 





Fag oer 


WISCONSIN, Waukesha quae, 
nel a 


St. John’s Military Academy 7 


Eminently fitted for training American 4 Pnor- 
ough scholastic and military instruction. Situated 
on high ground, in W. —— County Lake region. 
Box 30 B. 








California—Girls 








A 


THE ANNA HEAD SCHOOL Seecsiee inc” 


High School graduates admitted without examina- 
tion to all colleges using accrediting system. 


| Students prepared for college board examinations. 


Post-graduate, primary and intermediate depart- 
ments. Cheerful, homelike school with outdoor 
life year round. Address 

Miss Mary E. Wilson, Prin., Box H., Berkeley, Calif. 





HOLLYWOOD SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


Established 15 years. The only accredited private 
school in Hollywood. High School and elementary 
grades. Outdoor classes. 

Mrs. LOUISE KNAPPEN WOOLLETT, Principal. 


1749 La Brea Ave., Hollywood, California. 





THE WESTLAKE SCHOOL for GIRLS 
Cc pene Preparatory and Collegiate courses. Fully 
accredit In choicest section of Los Angeles. 
Modern buildings, Tennis, Swimming, Riding. Un- 
usual musical onvomanas. Grammar School grades. 
and FREDERICA DE LAGUNA, Prins. 


Box B., 3338S. Westmoreland Ave., Los Angeles, Cal. 





1924 Florida Ave., Washington, D. C. 
A school for girls. Rate $1500. Preparatory and 
academic courses. Two years graduate and college 
work. Music, Art, Expression, Domestic Science, 
Athletics. Mrs. BEVERLEY R. MASON, Principal. 








ELLIOTT SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
From 4 to 14 years of age. Resident and Day 
ae of residential Los Angeles. Ideal home lite. 
Character building. Out-of-door classes. School 
Home open the entire year. 
MARTHA H. WEAVER, Principal, Grammercy Place 
and Pico Boulevard, Los Angeles, California. 








MILITARY ACADEMY 


A BIG SCHOOL FOR LITTLE BOYS 


Safety — Health — Happiness. 
For Youngsters from 6 to 14. 

Sympathetic, Watchful, Intelli- 
gent Guidance. 

Home Care and Training 

Capable, Motherly House-Ma- 
trons. 

Women Teachers in Elemen- 
tary Grades. 

Open-Air Sleeping Porches. 

Outdoor Life in Sunny Southern 
California. 

Military Training for the Little 
Fellows. 

No boys over 14 admitted. 

Ho High School pupils. 

Send in applications early. 

Beautiful Catalogue and View 
Book. Send for it. 


ROBT. A. GIBBS, Headmaster 
Ronte 7, Box 948, Los Angeles, Cal. 














Special Schools 











THE BANCROFT SCHOOL 


For children whose development has not 
progressed normally 
—FORTIETH YEAR— 

Winter School near Philadelphia, Summer Camp in 

Maine. Fifty-four acres of ground, twenty-six 

buildings, sixty-eight employees, including twelve 

teachers and twenty-eight governesses. 

E. A. Farrington, M.D. Jenzia Coulson Cooley 

Address Box 165, Haddonfield, N. J. 





THE WRIGHT ORAL SCHOOL 


For the Deaf and Partially Deaf 


Mt. Morris Pk. West, N. Y. City. Kindergarten 
to College Entrance. A refined boarding and day 
school with home atmosphere. Large faculty. 
Individual attention. Out-door gymnasium. 
Instruction entirely by Oral and Auricular methods. 
Children from four years up accepted. Co- 
educational. 30th year. 





THE BINGHAMTON TRAINING SCHOOL 


An ideal private home-school for nervous, back- 
ward and mental defectives. No age limit. Physi- 
cal Culture. Manual training and all branches. 
Open year around. Terms $75 per month. 
Mr. and Mrs. AuGusT A. BOLDT, Supt. 
NEW YorK, Binghamton, 112 Fairview Ave. 





FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE SCHOOL 


BACKWARD CHILDREN 


Katonah, N. Y.—42 Miles from_N. Y. 
In Beautiful Westchester Hills 
Rudolph S. Fried, Principal. 


SM 


MIS). CONKLINS 


SECRETARIAL SCHOOL 


105 West 40th St. New York 





Katharine Gibbs School of 
Secretarial and Executive 
Training for Educated Wom 


Resident and Day School, 247 Berkeley ' St. Boston 
Day School, 247 Park Ave., New York City 


BALLARD 
SCHOOL 





REGISTER NOW FOR 
SECRETARIAL COURSE 
ESTABLISHED 51 YEARS 


610 Lex. Ave., at 53d St. 
Central Branch Y. W. C. A 








LOUISE LAKIN SCHOOL 


Foundation Music 
ESTABLISHED 1919 
Elementar, « — advanced — normal. Unique in 
the fact that together with a thorough musical 
training it gives a complete course in the busi- 
ness management of a studio. Resident and 
day pupils. Normal course. 
For information write. 
Secretary, 2111 Bancroft Place, Wochington, D.C. 








HARRIETTE MELISSA ~—_ - 
Kindergarten-Primary Training Sch 
Affiliated with New York University. Students 
enrolled for Feb. Exceptional residence facilities. 
—— positions for gradua’ 
Address Miss HARRIETTE MELISSA MILLS 
Principal, Five B. New York University Bldg., 
Washington Square, New York City. 





PROSPECT HEIGHTS HOSPITAL 


Located twenty minutes from Theater and Shop- 
ping District, New York City, offers a 2% year 
course in Nursing to young women having one year 
or more High School. $15 and $20 per month, uni- 
forms furnished. For particulars apply to Supt. 
of Nurses, Washington Avenue and St. Johns Place, 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Tea Room Training For High Salaries 


FORTUNE § are being made in Tea Rooms, 
terias, Motor Inns, and Coffee Shops every. 
where. You can open one in your own hom 








spare one at cost of but 
. se peeee for FREE BOOK, 
ewig HE TEA. ROOM errrUre 
Dept. 7021 Washington, D. 


ee! 
a few centsa 








Western—Girls 











FRANCES SHIMER SCHOOL 


For Girls and Young Women. 2 years College, 4 


years Academy. Music, Art, Expression, Home 
Economics. 71st year. 35 acres. Outdoor sports. 
9 buildings. New College dormitory. Separate 

alog. REV. WM. 


—— for_younger girls. Cat 


KEE, Dean, Box 660, Mt. Carroll, Ill. 





TUDOR HALL SCHOOL 


Successful preparation for all colleges for women 
and for universities. General and Special Courses. 





Fireproof school and residence buildings. Science 
laboratories. Art studio. Gymnasium. Roof play- 
ground. Catalogue. MISS FREDONIA ALLEN, 
Principal, Indianapolis, Ind. 
OAK HALL 
St. Paul's distinctive school for girls. 71st year. 


Day = boarding. College preparatory, general 
courses. Music and dramatic arts. ling life. 
Individual _ Skating, Swimming, R: ing, Tennis. 
new gymnasium. OC 
Mr. amt Mrs. R. A. MOORE, Principals. 
584 Holly Ave., ST. PAUL, Min 





: Foun 
Linden Wood College "43% 
50 minutes from St. Louis. Standard College for 

roung Women fully accredited. 2 and year 
courses. Home Economics, Business, Oratory, 
reuate. 138 Acres. Gymnasium, Swimming Pool. 

Atalog. 

J. L. ROEMER, President, Box 523, St. Charles, Mo. 


Northwestern Military and Naval Academy 


70 miles from Chicago. An endowed College 
Preparatory School and ‘Junior College. Its dis- 
lnctive advantages and methods interest discrim- 
inating parents. 


Col. R. P. Davidson, Pres., Lake Geneva, Wisc. 
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WEE TOTS VILLA 
Hollywood, California 
Exclusively for little children 
Boarding and Day School. Childre an’s Hotel. 
hr governesses and teachers in charge at 
a 
1825 North Cahuenga Ave., Hollywood, Cal. 








California—Boys 








SOUND VIEW SCHOOL 


FOR BACKWARD CHILDREN 
Individual Instruction 
70 Prospect St., Portchester, New York 
Tel. Portchester 1556 M 





Hawley School of Development 


For Nervous and Retarded Children. Specializes 
in eg and Speech Correction. English 
and Art Classes. Home Environment. Limited 
number. 53 Strawberry Hill, Stamford, Conn. 





PASADENA MILITARY ACADEMY 


College Preparatory. Accredited. Junior School 
separately housed and taught. Thorough mental, 
moral, physical training. Christian influences. 
Summer camp in High Sierras. Register any time. 
Send for illustrated catalog. 
Address Cot. C. M. Woop, om. 
R. D. 2, Box 12H, Pasadena, California. 


WILLIAM WARREN SCHOOL 


An accredited Preparatory School. 50 minutes 
from San Francisco on the Peninsula near Santa 
Clara Valley 


Box W 8 





Menlo Park, Cal. 





HITCHCOCK MILITARY ACADEMY 
18 miles from San Francisco. All year round out- 
Splendid equipment. Experienced in- 
structors. Academy fully accredited by Colleges. 
Physical Culture, Football, Tennis, etc. Swim- 
ming Pool. Separate room for every pupil. 
year begins first Wednesday in September. 
for illustrated catalog to REX H. SHERER, President, 
San Rafael, Cal. 





San Diego Army and Navy Academy 


Prepares for Colleges, West Point and Annapolis. 
Univ. of California's highest scholastic rating. 
Christian influences. Land and water sports all 
year. Summer Session July 1—Sept. 1. Catalogue. 
Address Capt. Thos. A. Davis, Box H, Pacific 
Beach Sta., San Diego, Cal. 





Standish Manor 


A school for backward girls. 
School courses, physical training, 
arts, bathing and water sports. Intimate home 
~, 30-acre estate. ALICE M. MYERS, in- 

ipal. HAZEL G. CULLINGFORD, Asst. Principal, 
Halifax, Mass. 


Grade and High 
music, domestic 





An Exclusive School 


for a few children who need individual education to 


of Psychology, at his country place in suburbs of 
Philadelphia. Address 
LIGHTNER WITMER, Ph. D., Devon, Pennsylvania. 





HEDLEY o “individual schoot 


For Boys and Girls phy mong | fore nn4 


Personal attention and instruction. ial methods. 
Mrs. HEDLEY Heouey. M. D. 

(Princtpal) ent Physician) 
Glenside, Pa. (12 miles oy Philadelphia) 





DEVEREUX SCHOOLS 


Berwyn, Pennsylvania 
Boys Junior Girls 
UNIQUE IN PURPOSE—PROGRESSIVE IN METHOD 
Three separate tutoring schools for children = 
need scientific observation and guidance. Box B. 





Missouri Military Academy 


Develops red-blooded American manhood, through 
carefully co-ordinated military andacademictraining. 
Equipment and faculty exceptional. Summer School 
oud ( — at Colorado Springs. For catalog, address 

1. ¥. BURTON, President, Box 126, Mexico, Mo. 





MONTEZUMA MOUNTAIN SCHOOL 


Los Gatos, California 
Accredited 
Outdoor Life all the year round 








MISS WOODS’ SCHOOL 
CEPTIONAL CHILDREN 


FOR 
Individual training will develop the child whodoes not 
progress satisfactorily. 24 miles from Phila. Booklet. 


MOLLIE WOODS HARE, Principal 
Box 152 


Langhorne, Pa. 





THE CAMBRIDGE SCHOOL 
DOMESTIC ARCHITECTURE AND 
LANDSCAPE ARCHITECTURE :: :: 


CAMBRIDGE, MASSACHUSETTS 





Diploma Courses in HOMEMAKING 
and INSTITUTIONAL MANAGEMENT. 


Ample laboratory equipment. 22nd year. Graduates 
in demand. Excellent dormitory. Second semester 
opens Feb. 1. Catalog free. School of Domestic Arts and 
Science, Dept. 28, 6 N. Michigun Avenue, Chicago. 





SHORT-STORY WRITING 


A PRACTICAL forty-lesson course in 
the writing 4- marketing of the Short- 
Story taught by Dr. J. Berg Esenwein, 
Editor of The Writer's Monthly. 160 
page catalog free. Please address: 

The Home Correspondence School 
Dept. 19 Springfield, Mass. 


Dr. Eseuwein 





The Marjorie Webster School 


of Expression and Physical Education 
2-year Normal course. 1-year Professional course. 
Second Semester opens February 4. Day and Night 
school. Dormitory. Catalogue. 
1415S-H Massachusetts Ave., N. W., Washington, D.C. 





for Physical 
Education 


The Sargent Schoo 


Established 1881. Booklet on request. 


D. A. SARGENT L. W. SARGENT 
Cambridge 38, Mass. 













Edith Coburn Noyes School 


Oral English Syme Character Education 


tion 
EDITH CosurNn Noyes, Princtpal 
ony Boston, Mass 





Symph 











NEW YORK SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION 


(Chartered by Regents of N. Y. State University) 
30th year. 2nd Term, Feb. Ist. Class and private 
instruction: voice training for ‘pubite apes apeaking, stage 
conversation. Saturday and Evening C De- 

fective speech cured. C Xatalogue. 332 w a Seth St. 9 





New York City. 
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There is a 


School 


for 


You; 


Have You Found 
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Give Yourself the Once-Over 


Do you look as smartly dressed 


as you would wish to? 


$5.00invested in our just published lessons on 


“Charm and Artistry in Dress” 


will make clear the art principles and help 
you to dress smartly at less expense. 


[Ac ACADEMY OF FINE ARTS, ~_ 


81 East Madison Street, Chicago, III. 

Herewith $5.00 for the entire set of Illus- 
trated Demonstrations on “Charm end 
Artistry in Dress.” 


Name — 





Address 


won and State H 
spieectianinateateintiiten mama 

















» Study DRESS 

‘DESIGNING under 

@ P. CLEME NT Brown 
Creator of Models for Exclu- 

rade 

Brown SaALon Srupios 


620 Fifth Avenue, N. Y 
Paris New York San Franc'sco 
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OGOT-HARRiS 


COSTUME. DESIGNING * SCHOOL 

Everything for Women and Children 
for Professional or Personal Use 

Also Fashion Sketching and Millinery 

435 Powell Street San Francisco 


THE FISK TEACHERS’ AGENCY 


Offers unparalleled service. Nearly every private 
school in America has employed teachers on our 
recommendation. 

Cc 


ROSMAN, 225 FIFTH AVE., N. Y. 














WE TEACH 
COMMERCIAL 


ART 


‘“‘Use Your Spare Time 
for Pleasure or Profit”’ 


Meyer Both Company, the largest 
commercial art organization in the 
field, offers you a different and prac- 
tical training. If vou like to draw, 
“develop your talent. Study this 
practical course—taught by this wide- 
Ty known institution, with twenty-two 
years success—which each year pro- 
duces and sells to advertisers in the 
United States and Canada over ten 
thousand commercial drawings. Who 
else could give you so wide an experi- 
ence? Commercial art is a business 
necessity—a highly paid, intensely in- 
teresting profession, equally open to 
menand women. Home study instruc- 

tion. Get facts before you en- 

roll in any school. Write for 
GET THIS our illustrated Book, “YOUR 
BIG OPPORTUNITY’ "for one- 
BOOK half the cost of mailing—four 

cents in stam ps. 











Meyer Both Company 


Dept. of Art Instruction 
Michigan Ave., at 20th St., 


Dept. 53 CHICAGO, ILL. 



























of choosing a career. 


age of action. 


started 
in the United States. 
by representatives 
among them is the 
which interest you, 
in the matter, write to 


HARPER’S 
119 West 4oth Street 





CHOOSING A CAREER 


IFTY years ago few women considered the question 


to talk about the professions seriously. 
Everyone wants to be doing something. 
I-ven those whose incomes warrant a life of ease, prefer 


not to let their days slip idly by. 


There is noneed to flounder about restlessly, unhappily. 
One needs only careful guidance and instruction to get 
in the right direction. 
are the names of many of the finest professional schools 
Each one is recognized as a 
leader in its particular field and all have been visited 

of Harper’s Bazar. 
school for you. 


or if you prefer to have our advice 


BAZAR SCHOOL 


To-day it is the usual thing 


This is an 


Listed in these pages 


Somewhere 


Write to the ones 


DEPARTMENT 
New York City 




















WiLL you study in Paris | 


Register Now for March 20th 


N.Y. SCHOOL OF FINE and APPLIED ART 


Frank Alvah Parsons, Pres. © Wm. M. Odom, ¥. Pres. 
NEW YORK PARIS LONDON FLORENCE 
ONLY PROFESSIONAL INTERNATIONAL 
ART SCHOOL. Send for prospectus. 
ADDRESS: SEC., 2239 BROADWAY,N. Y. 




















The Art Students’ League of New York 


48th year. Classes in Life Drawing and Painting. 

Portrait, Still Life, Illustration and Composition, 

Antique and Modeiing. New School of Graphic 

Arts under Joseph Pennell and Fred W ane 
Box H, 215 West 57th St., New York 


The Maryland Institute 


Baltimore, Maryland NINETY-SEVENTH YEAR 
Departments in Design, Illustration, Normal 
Arts, Industrial. Arts, Occupational Therapy, 
Sculpture, Architectural and Mechanical Drawing. 
Address ALON BEMENT, Director. 








SCHOOL OF DESIGN 
AND LIBERAL ARTS 


212 West 59th Street, N.Y.C. 
INTERIOR DECORATION 
Lectures and practical demonstrations. 
Period styles, color; furniture, fabrics, 
Tour months intensive practical training courses. 








THE SEELEY SCHOOL 
Interior Decoration 


Regular Winter term beginning January 20th. 
A daily course lasting 4 months; morning or 

evening session 
748 Madison Ave., N. Y. C. Rhinelander 8165 


Prof eortonal 





F LORENCE WILDE 
Studio of Illustration, 63 W. 9th St., New York 





— ort oneness courses 
All branches 





cial 





DESIGNING and MILLINERY, 


Dressmaking and Pattern Cutting taught for whole- 
sale, retail or home use. ‘* Day and Evening Classes.’ 

Call or write for particulars. McDowell Dress- 
making and Millinery School. Established 1876. 
No Branches. 58 West 40th St., 


New York, 








Costume Design 
Millinery Design 
Fashion Illustration 


Instruction under personal direction 
cf Emil Alvin Hartman. Limited 
enrollment. Call or write for full 
information. 


FASHION ACADEMY 


4 East S3rd Street 1432 N. Broad Street 


off 5: 
iow York € City Philadelphia, Pa. 

















Che NEW. YORK SCHQOL o 


INTERIOR DECORATION gS 
IOl PARK AVE “NEW YORK CITY 


Practical Training Course 
Spring term starts February 4 
A four months course in period styles, 
color harmony, selection and use of 
furniture, fabrics, ete. Also courses in 
interior decorative design and crafts- 
muanship, Send for Catalogue 40 














Every Fashionably Dressed Woman 
rofessional and Amateur 
designer should read “Art 
# P. Cc 
Dye % 
I CSS > Rie dainns alog 
BROWN’S SALON STUDIOS Weer Sak coe 


New 


creating and applying new 
fashions. 
Mn $10 for pe gon 


ime 
wish “ie wi be ont: raireet 
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smuveenterinnnnst eons caren 


Professional 


sue 


‘ tiheatreSchas 


TS 
SINGING 
3 west 72°2ST, NEW YORK 


The mee... success of Alviene Graduatcs is 
due to masterful instruction, and the stage experi- 
ence afforded students of the Alviene Art Theatre, 
plus an eminent faculty, headed by Mr. Alviene 
(HIMSELF), the famous Producer of Celebrated 
Artists, who has taught Mary LK nang Alice Joyce, 
Annette Kellerman, mp ge faylor Holmes, 
Dolly Sisters, Mary Milcs Minter, Harry Pilcer, 
Laurette Taylor, Fred and Adele Asti air, Mary 
Nash, Eleanor Painter, Florence Nash, Mabel 

sallin and others Write Sec. HARPER IRWIN, 
Stating study desired. 


swim’ 
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AMERICAN ACADEMY 
OF DRAMATIC ARTS 


Founded in 1884 by Franklin H. Sargent 
America’s Leading Institution for Dram- 
atic and Expressional Art and Training. 

Fully equips for 
Acting Teaching Directing 
Gives Poise, Power, Personality 
For any Vocation in Life. 

New Spring Class begins April 1st. 
Extension Dramatic Courses in co-operation with 
COLUMBIA UNIVERSITY 
Illustrated Catalog of all Courses from 
Room 175-N, CARNEGIE HALL, New York 


AO A AO AO. AD. AO. A AD 
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SCHOOL of the THEATRE 


id Flay 

‘ect 
Clare Tree Ma‘ ior 
Walter Hampden 
Ernest Truex 






Georges Arliss 
~ Isie F erguson 

Frank Craven 

Six months’ stock experience 
before graduation. Dancing—Fenc- 
ing — Voice development — Pan- 
tomime—Shakespeare, ete. 

Spring term ope ns March $0th 
For Catalog address‘ ‘The Director’’ 


1230 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


4 
Are cn 
cB 














EGAN SCHOOL OF DRAMA 
Affiliated with Egan Theatre 
FRANK EGAN, Director, 
Send for list of successful graduates. 
Los Angeles, California. 











MASTER INSTITUTE 
OF UNITED ARTS 





MUSIC-_ PAINTING ---SCULPTURE 
ARCHITECTURE SRA CLASS 
BALLET. DRAMA THCTURES 


“To Open the Door to Beauty” 


nd for Catalogue 
310 RIVERSIDE DRIVE, NEW YORK CiTy 























CHALIF 


Russian School 
of DANCING 


Art 


IN 
Dancing 
ae admire your enerny and 
your work.’’ ---Anna lavlowa. 
Catalog on Request 
163-165 W. 57th St., N. Y. 

















NAUMOVA SCHOOL of DANCING 
Private instruction in Social and Ballroom Dancing. 
Specializing in Children’s work, teaching ciubs and 
schools. Telephone Circle 0743. 








Gertrude L. James Naumova 
of the Castle School of the wen lowa Ballet 
54 West 50th St., New York 

"¥ 
TAUGHT BY | \ 






Formerly Dancing Master for 
Ziegfeld Follics, John Cort, Chas. 
Dillingham, Lee J. J. Shubert, 
Geo. M. Cohan, others. Teacher 
of Marilynn Miller, Fairbanks 
Twins, Florence Walton and hun- 
dreds of others. rite or Call 
9007th Av., N.Y.C. Tel. C ircle8290 
















Ruth St. Denis and Ted Shawn 


DENISHAW SCHOOL OF THE DANCE 


Illustrated catalog on request 


327 W. 28th Street, New York City 


Jane Edgerton, General Manager 











N. Y. Professional School of Interior Decoration 


H. Francis Winter, Director 

Actual Practical Training, Studios, Workshops, 
Laboratories & Visitations 

Send for booklet. 


Quarterly Classes. 
Y¥.C West of Fifth Ave. 


20 W. 46th St., N. 





BOSTON SCHOOL of INTERIOR DECORATION 


Corre: sponde nee Courses 
Course A—Professional Training Course. 
Course B—Domestic Course—How to Plan Your 
Own House 
Enrollment limited—Write for Prospectus. 
Address P. O. 143, Boston (Copley Station), Mass. 











Distinctive Millinery is the Mark 
of a Well Dressed Woman 


Learn to create your own exclusive styles in a 
thoroughly practical and well-equipped school, 
under the personal direction of an expert. 

Completion of course permits fulfilling repon- 
sible, lucrative positions. Day and Evening Classes, 
Booklet upon request. 


ADELAIDE MILLER STUDIO 


20 WEST FORTY-NINTH STREET 
NEW YORK CITY = (Just off Fifth Avenue) 





ADELAIDE & HUGHES 


Studio of Dance 


Classes for all classic dancing. Stage dances created. 

Amateur performances sta ed. Children’s Saturday 

classes—all ages—Physical culture cl: . Catalog. 
45 West 57th Ste "Plaza 7635. 


LA SYLPHE 


DANCE STUDIOS 
Ballet, Acrobatic, Interpretative 
257 W. 72nd St., N. Y. Endicott 7399 
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Progressive 


Camps 


Advertise 





in Harper 





s Bazar 
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Sargent Camp 
For Girls Peterboro, N. H. 


Spend a healthy, happy summer on secluded 
Half Moon Lake, where you will make many 
delightful and lasting friendships with girls 
from all over the country. 

Unexcelled equipment. Skilled leaders. All 
sports and crafts. oe egg oe 

Juniors, 8-15. 2( 

Club. A distinct unit A ae over 20. 
Members accepted for two weeks or more, 
June to September, inclusive. 

Illustrated booklet. Address Camp Secretary, 
8 Everett S., Cambr dge, Mass. 





Girls’ Camps 


“atvenmerarii, 


























CAMP NESHOBE for GIRLS 


Overlooking Fairlee Lake, So. Fairlee, 
Vt. Horseback riding under excellent 
instructor, water sports, all athletics. 
Individual attention. Catalog of Mr. 
and Mrs. E. H. OsGcoop, Clinton, Mass. 





Sandstone Camp 


Green Lake, Wisconsin. Five hours from Chicago 
Thirteenth season. Al water and land sports, danc- 
ing, dramaties, arts. Girls 8 to 24 in three divisions 
Address ESTHER G. COCHRANE, 372214 Pine Grove 
Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. 








WHITE MOUNTAIN 
Ogontz Camp for Girls 


A glorious summer playground—over 300 
acres of lake and mountains near Lisbon, 
N.H. Aquaplaning. Golf. Free horseback 
riding. Arts and crafts. Cosy cabins with 
electric lights. Hot and cold showers. No 
extras. Owned and conducted by Ogontz 
School. For booklet, address 





OGONTZ SCHOOL, Rydal, Pa. 














, On picturesque Chautauqua a 
Lake, New York. Chcice 








location, extensive groun: s, 
altitude 1500 feet. Compl te 


program of all camp acti 
ities including golf, riding, 
athletics ater sports, 


pandicrate woavin » hiking, i 
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"Rev. and Mrs. R. C. STOLL 
10 College Hill, Snyder, N.Y. 


Write for booklet 





She Spirit 
of re Camp 





Camp Newaka 


For Girls. Gold Lake, Colorado. Near Estes | 
Park All the activities of healthful camp life, | 
with riding a feature. No extras. Referenccs 
required. For Booklet, write to MARY _K. Voor- 
HEES, Apt. B, 4600 McPherson Ave., St. Louis, Mo. | 





= Girls 7-16. Among 
Camp Winnahkee the pines on Mal- 
lett's Bay, Lake Champlain. Best equipment. All 
land and water sports—Horseback riding, motor- 
boating, dramatics, dancing, handicraft. _Experi- 
enced Councilors. ‘Trained nurs>. 9th year. Booklet. 
. H. Wright, 52 Elliott Ave., Yonkers, N.Y 





CAMP JUNALUSKA, Lake Junaluska, N.C. 


One of the finest ‘‘all round” camps in the South 
for Girls In “Land of the Sky’ near Ashevill-. 
Swimming, canoeing, horseback riding, mountain 
climbing, shooting, arts and crafts, nature lore. 
Somplete equipment. Resident physician. Illus- 
trated catalogue. Miss ETHEL J. McCoy, Director, 
Virginia Intermont College, Bristol, Va. 





CAMP ABENA, Belgrade Lakes, Maine 


Everything for the care, health and development 
of girls. Juniors, Middlers, Seniors. Fine Horse- 
back riding. Swimming, canoeing, golf, 
dramaties, —_ range. Booklet. Addrcss, 
Iiss HORTENSE HERSOM, 

Franklin Square House, Boston, 


tennis, 


Mass. 





Moy-mo-di-yo (Sunny Woodland) for Girls 
Pequaket Lake, Cornish, Maine. | 
Eighteenth season. ‘Class A” rating by State | 
oard of Health. Unique living quarters: screened 
fleeping porches connected with main building. 
Sual sports including riding. Nature, handcrafts. 
25 miles from Portland, near White Mt. Boulevard. 
Number limited. Four groups: ages vrs. 

- HELEN Mayo, 15 Wren St., Boston 32, Mass. 





| 











Summer days. 


We must remind you, 


season. 


August. 
are thirty-three camps. 
best in the country. 

announcements. 


read by 


advertise. 


119 West 4oth Street 





commencing to flurry, 


AN EARLY CAMP SEASON 
Make Your Selection Now! 


(Our Bigg st February 


T SEEMS incongruous, just when Winter snows are 


however, that now is the time 
to plan for your children’s 
want to send them to a good camp, and the good camps 


secure their quotas of new 


Now is the time to send for Camp literature and 
decide where you will send your children next July and 
In this. February issue of Harper 
We know them to be among the 
That is why we publish their 
They know that Harper’s Bazar is 
families who appreciate the advantages 


summer camps for their children. 


Write to these camps for illustrated 
will not be obligated in any way, but I 
be interested in what they have to say. 


help in the selection of a camp, write to me personally. 


Ninnilh 2. Oudere 


HARPER’S BAZAR CAMP DEPARTMENT 


Camp Issue) 


to turn your thoughts to 


summer. Of course, you 


campers very early in the 


s Bazar there 


of 


That is why they 


You 


am sure you will 


literature. 


If you wish 


Director 


New York City 
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Boys’ 





Camps 





Wayne, Maine. if you are par- 
ticular about the type of camp you 
select for your son, he is the type of 


tiv we want. Our booklet will 
interest you. Address, Director of 
Physical Education, oom of 


Education, Olean, New Y 





CAMP PENN 
Vaicour Is., Lake Champlain 18th season 
Where your ‘boy is a real camper in the great out- 
doors! “Where he learns to do things for himsclf, 
thereby getting the real benefits of camp life. 
Resident physician, reasonable fee. Catalog. 
C. K.TAYLOR, A.M., Carteret Academy,Orange, N.J. 





YOUNG HIRAM’S AMP 
Rowe Pond (Near Bingham) Maine 

For Boys 8 to 17 
9 weeks season. Fee 3200.00. No extras. 
sports. Accommodations for paren 


tor 
New York 


All 


a ’ 
Winter Address, Pleasantville, 





Ashnoca Club 


In the Mountains of North Carolina 
The most beautitul and best equipped sum- 
mer recreation plant for boys in America. 
714 acre tract. Largelake. Modern build- 
ings. Alloutdoorsports. Limited number. 

Address 

George Jackson, Asheville School, 

ASHEVILLE, NORTH CAROLINA 

















KYLE CAMP’ °Orr16 


Catskill Mts. Model bungalows —no tents. Fine 
bathing. Your boy's health and diversion well 
looked after. Movies. Saddle horses and ponies. 
Fnyaician and nurse. “The paradise for boys.’ 

5th Season. PAUL KYLE, Kyle 4 or 
ony Irvington-on-Hudson, Box 4, New Yo 





2 For Boys 7 to 16 
Camp Champlain On a Neck-o-woods 
on Mallett’s Bay, Lake Champlain, between Grecn 
and Adirondack’ Mts. A glorious vacation wich 
canoeing, swimming, “hiking, baseball, horseback 
riding. 31st year. Kesident physician. Booklet. 
H. H. Wright, 52 Elliott Ave., Yonkers, N.Y. 





CAMP SOKOKIS FOR BOYS 
Bridgton, Me. A small home camp 
on Long Lake in foothills of White 
Mts. Juniors and seniors. Bunga- 
lows. 9th season. Booklet. 

Lewis C. Williams, 171 W. 12th St., 
New York City—Chelsea 3779. 





HUNTINGTON SUMMER SCHOOL 


Preparation for all college and technical schocl 
examinations. 10th year. Dormitories. Large 
staff of expert tutors. Send for booklet ‘‘How to 
Prepare = College.”’ 
A. FLINNER, A.M., Headmaster, 
316 Huntington Ave., Boston, Mass. 





CAMP LOYALSOCK FOR BOYS 

Montoursville, Pa. 

In the heart of Pennsylvania's Hills. 

An exceptional camp with an exceptional fee— 
$165. No extras. Every camp activity. 
Limited enrollment permits personal care. 

eg — address, 


L. E. EPPER, MONTOURSVILLE, PA. 





‘ y 7 
CAMP haar agen FOR BOYS 
Lake Winnecook, Un Maine. 22nd Season 
July 1 to August 31, Tbs. All land and water 
sports—Horseback riding, marksmanship. The 
kind of summer a boy most enjoys. Illustrated 
Catalog. HERBERT L. RAND, Director 
No. 1 Hemenway Road Salem, Massachusetts. 





Camp Algonquin 
Asquam Lake, New Hampshire. 
The oldest existing boys’ — for boys of char- 
acter and purpose. The Camp builds and strength- 


ens —_ body and character. Address EDWIN 
DEMERITTE, Director, 1404 Raleigh Avenue, 
Norfolk, Virginia. 





BOOTHBAY CAMP for Boys 
MERRYMEETING for Girls 

Horses, boating, swimming, games. 

Class ‘*A"’ end for booklets 

A. WESTER, 1305 Cy press 8t., Cincinnati,Ohio. 

for girls. Small group 

Gilfillan Camp (7, 92° mall group 
estate. Private lake. €00 ft elevation. Own dairy. 
Excellent food. Camp activities. Riding. Indi- 
vidual care. 9% weeks $150.00. Adjunct to camp: 
Year around boarding s:hool for ten children 3 to 6. 
Mrs. Mary E. Gilfillan, Spring Lake Farm, Paoli, Pa. 
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Game Camps 


A TOM 














( = rae owns the Northern L ight, 66 passenyes 


54 feet over ali— speed 20 miles an hour 


CAMP MYSTIC ssn 


CONNECTICUT 
“MISS JOBE’S CAMP FOR GIRLS” 
The salt water camp for girls. Half way between 
New York and Boston. Life in the New England 
hills, woods, and by the sea. Unusual buildings, 
tent bungalows, tennis courts. Modern sanitation 
Salt water sports, 79 life savers graduated 1923 
Safe canoeing, horseback riding. ager oo field 
athletics, arts and crafts, dramatics. Jamp life 
and trips under the personal cates of Miss 
Jobe, who has had twelve seasons of practical 
experience (summer and winter)in camping and 
exploration in the Canadian Rockies and Sierras 
Care for the safety and health of each camper 
Juniorsand Seniors. Age8-18. Illustrated booklet. 
MARY L. JOBE, A. -G.S. 
Room C, 122 E. 37th St., New York Citv 








EGGEMOGGIN CAMP FOR GIRLS 
East Harpswell, Maine 


Tenth seneon Experienced supervisors 


On salt wa Resident nurse. 
Horseback ‘nding free Junior and Senior Camps 
All spo: ges 8 to 20 


Linnited to fifty, early enrollment necessary 
Tuition $329.00 Laundry only extra 
Booklet on request Winter address 
Principal and Mrs. E. L. Montgomery 
Fairmont School, 2109 S St. Washington, D. C. 














A Girls’ Camp 
Differing from 
Others. 


Lake Morey, Fairlee, Vt. 
Noted for its Kentucky 
Saddle Horses, Riding In- 
struction, Golf, Tennis. 
Bungalows with electric 
lights and running water, 
located in a pine grove. 
ituated on beautiful lake 
affording all wcter sports 
Efficient care and suitable 
supervision for girls. 
Number limited to 115. 
Early booking essential. 
References furnished and re- 
quired. For booklet address: 


WYNONA CAMP 
275 Summer St. 
Fitchburg, Mass. 


Lake Morey Club (a modern hotel) 
under same management 
























KINEOWATHA 


CAMPS FOR GIRLS 


In Rangeley region, on the hillside overlooking a beautiful 


lake in Wilton, Every convemence for health and enjoy- 
ment, Assembly buildirg surrounded by cozy sleeping 
bungalows. All camp activities, experienced councillors. 


RECREATION CAMP TUTORING CAMP 
GIRLS 8-18 Separate living quarters and 
Three Gistinet units—Jun- distinct program. Teachers 
iors, Mi ers, Seniors. with successful experie = e 

Trips to ies int Fn in tutoring. Di 
id tion for college e xami- 
. Horseback nations and make up. 
ridi “s over country Opportunity to join 
= mate daily in sports and 
general camp ac- 

tivities. 





sports. fee key field, 
Illustrated Booklets 
MISS ELISABETH BASS, Director, Wilton, Maine 














ALOHA CAMPS FOR GIRLS 


20th season. 3 camps—Vermont 
and New hampshire. Ages 8-30. 
All sports and crafts. Horseback 


riding. Lanakila Camp for boys. 

. Booklets. Mk. and Mrs, E. L. 
GULICK, 221 Addington Road, 
Brookline, Mass. 





MINNEHAHA CAMPS 


Juniors and Seniors in Clear Creek Section 
Rest Camp for lusincss and professional women 
in the Chimney Rock Section in the ‘Land of the 
‘ "Address Mrs. BELLE ABBOTT ROXBY, 
Hendersonville, N. C. 


N 





SILVER LAKE CAMPS 


In the Lake Placid region of the Adirondacks. 
All land and water sports. Horseback riding under 
experts. Arts and Crafts. Senior and Junior 
Units. For illustrated booklet address Director 
Silver Lake Camps, Box 21, Bradford, Mass. 





CAMP NAIDNI, Millerton, N. Y. 

Wholesome vacation camp for girls 10-2 
Classes in swimming, canoeing, archery, outdoor 
basketball and craftwork. Gypsy trips and hiking. 
Season 8 weeks. Terms $150.00. Only 50 girls 
can be accommodated. For catalog apply 
Mrs. W. F. BRITTEN, Katonah, New York 


CHAMBERS ISLAND 


Camp for Girls 
Ideal bathing and boating. All 
a rienced councillors. Write 








3000 acre island. 

camp recreations. 

Mrs. Edward J. Barr 
222 Michigan ie. 


* mneboygan, Wisconsin. 





TRAIL’S END—THE KENTUCKY CAMP— 
For girls 10-20 years. All sports. 
Mammoth Cave trip. Write foi 
booklet. 

MISS SNYDER 
361 S. Broadway, Lexington, Ky. 
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Elizabeth Arden can make you lovely no matter 
how far away you live! 


With her scientific treatments, her exquisite Venetian Preparations, and the 
lovely Babani Perfumes which she imports, this famous specialist has a help- 
ful suggestion to answer every woman’s problem of good looks and charm 


in London and Paris and New York, ard also in far towns 

and villages all over the country. Distinguished women flock 
to her Salons for her personal Treatments for clearing and toning 
the skin and keeping the contours smooth and youthful. But 
Elizabeth Arden can help you, too, even if you are miles away from 
her fashionable Salons. Many of the happy women who owe their 
loveliness to Elizabeth Arden’s work, have never had any treatment 
outside their own dressing-room. Elizabeth Arden can teach you 
how to care for your skin at home according to her scientific method. 
Write to her describing the characteristics and faults of your skin; 
use the coupon below to help you cover all points. Miss Arden 
will send you a personal letter full of advice and suggestions for 
the wise care of your good looks. She will also enclose her booklet 
“The Quest of the Beautiful’, which outlines her correct method. 


C)i: hears of Elizabeth Arden wherever smart women gather— 


No one knows better than Elizabeth Arden the importance of a 
good perfume, to add a final touch of loveliness to a woman’s per- 
sonality and costume. Miss Arden imports for her fastidious clients 
the exquisite perfumes made by Babani of Paris. They are the 
smartest perfumes of the Continent, delightfully fragrant, and ex- 
pressive of supremely good style. Elizabeth Arden has chosen 
each Babani Perfume for its individuality, and so she offers a special 
sympathetic fragrance for your every mood or frock or occasion. 
You will want more than one! The same perfume is as tiresome 
as the same frock. One color is not always becoming. One mood 
does not please every lover! You must have a change of perfumes 
to match the sparkling changes in you. If you would like Elizabeth 
Arden’s help in choosing your perfumes skilfully, fill out the cou- 
pon printed below, send it to Elizabeth Arden, and she will write 
you a personal letter containing her suggestions about your perfumes. 


Check the faults which keep you from 
being your loveliest. Elizabeth Arden 
will.send her personal suggestions 


"] Dry skin? ] Blemishes, pimples? 
_) Oily skin? (J Faded skin? 
Rough skin? [) Brown spots? 


Coarse pores? [] Double chin? 
-] Wrinkles? ) Want to reduce? 
[}] Want to add weight? 











Name. 
4 
Address ( 
I 
Mail this coupon to Elizabeth Arden at her | 
New York Salon = 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
[ 
[ 
| 
[ 
I 
| 
| 
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Cannes « e« 
London . « 25 “Oid Bond Street aes + © 6 6 » 
Boston 
San Francisco, 233 Grant Avenue 


Elizabeth Arden’s Venetian Toilet Preparations and Babani Perfumes are on 


Elizabeth Arden suggests these Preparations for a 


the daily care of the skin 


Venetian Cleansing Cream. Rid the pores of im- 


Check the phrases which express your 
perfume needs. Elizabeth Arden will 
send her personal suggestions 


Are you blonde, brunette, dignified, vivacious, 


} 
purities, softens the skin . . ...- $1, $2,$3 . : : 
Venetian Ardena Skin Tonic. Tones, firms and for () with crisp linens 
whitenstheskin . 1... esc 85c, $2, $3.75 | Mornzng (_| with swagger tailleurs 
Venetian Orange Skin Food. Nourishes the tissues; | for (_] with soft hostess gowns 
for a thin, lined or aging face . . $1, $1.75, $2.75 } Afternoon |_| ~| with smart bridge frocks 
Venetian Pore Cream. Corrects open — refines for _j with formal brocaded gowns 
ce ear ea $1, $2.50 Evening 7 with filmy dance dresses 
Venetian Amoretta Cream. Protects the skin from | for (_] Sports clothes 
chapping. An exquisite powder-foundation . $1, $2 | Yor |_| Underwear 

| for (_] Perfume burners 

| 


ELIZABETH ARDEN 


673C FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 


- Hotel Royal Palm Beach . . 
- 192 Boylston Street Detroit . . 
Atlantic City, Ritz-Carlton Hotel 


sale at more than 1000 smart shops all over the worl 


Beaux Arts Bldg. 

2 rue de la Paix 
. - 318 Book Building 
Washington, 1147 Connecticut Ave. 


practical, imaginative ? 











Mail this coupon to Elizabeth Arden at her 
New York Salon 


) Address 
] 
J 
__ 
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Midseason Fashions Number 
FrirtTH AVENUE’S FAVORED COSTUME Cover by Erté Page 
Palm Beach 
S LONG ago as last July, Harper’s Bazar predicted the Deed 05 NG TVG 6.605556. 5. 5aS oe o NE A ONT a 28 
44% return of the tailored mode. It returned almost The Mah Jongg Féte at the Plaza 
secretly, amid whispers, but now it is here with a fanfare Drawing by Mary SEGGRAMHOM oss be siainins se desea wenn: : 24 
of triumphant trumpets. Accordingly, in next month’s The Well-known Man as He May Safely eee at Palm Beach 
Harper’s Bazar—the Advance Spring Fashions Number— Drauings by Ralph Barton. ..... 0.60000. c0cees We eines 30, 31 
the tailored costume will be shown and analyzed down to its Nee NT oo nig cece «ie bin vine waios es She N bow eaece nice pena 
last infinitesimal detail. And hats! The new spring hats The Home of W. G. Warden at Palm Beach................. iy eons ean 34 
continue small, but (Allah be praised!) they are not all Baron de Meyer Forecasts the Spring Mode 
cloches. The best will be shown in the next Bazar. Photographs by Baron de Meyer 
Drawing by Malaga Grenet. . . 36, 37, 38, 39 
THE Worst WOMAN IN ENGLAND “What Men Want,” a Story of a Mere Maleina W orld of Fem: nales, by iol Bennett 
Illustrated by PRO SNE oo owas ew ews ne aie eee | a 
is the heroine, if heroine she can be called, of Melville 0 IS ar Cree aerreraeee sre rrae ae Rene ane ene ee 42 
Davisson Post’s detective story in next month’s Harper’s Portrant of Lady Diana Manners, «wo... 0... ssics cnewee ee oth = 43 
Bazar. Then there will be a Leonard Merrick story; a Paris Still Wears its two Favorite Silhouettes 45, 46, 47, 48, 40 
story by Percival Wilde and, of course, the continuation of “The Tide,” a Sophisticated Novel of New York, by Mildred Cram 
Mildred Cram’s and Arthur Stringer’s novels. <A feast for Illustrated by Henry Raleigh - So. 53 
the epicure of modern fiction! French Actresses on the New York Stage ae Societe 52 
‘Those Very First Nighters,” by Percy Hammond... ... Pemiaior deere na oe 53 
In Tuois Issue The New Spring Hats, by Lucile Buchanan 
Drawings by EO aE eee oes 54, 55, 56, $7 
be sure to read Arnold Bennett’s story of feminine fashions “Zero and Twenty-Two,” by C. N. and A. M. Williamson 
and masculine madness on page forty; and the account of Illustrated by W. T. Benda Set aecc ere hie 58, 59 
the Mah Jongg Féte to which smart New York flocked Yachts Now in Southern Waters................... Portree Aart . 60, 61 
(page twenty-nine) is amusing, and don’t overlook—please ‘“‘And the World Laughs With You,” by Wyndham Marty: n 
don’t overlook!—Percy Hammond’s “First Night Audi- Illustrated by Wallace Morgan. sa. eae . 62, 63 
ences” on page fifty-three. men ie ee os ip dic oi recess Soe ny aes ween ee 64 
““What Lies Beneath a Correct Costume,” by Marie Lyons 
As TO FASHIONS Drawn by Reynaldo Luza... . nN Rite hye PAO Bu IN .. +05, 66, 67 
Drawn by Mary MacKinnon... ccc cccccceesenss cicuaertasaes 68, 69 
the article on page sixty-five will prove informative, for it oe ga oye fos on ine psechraiels hu wind omnia 70, 7! 
carries the “‘costume complete” idea a bit farther and tells ‘‘Empty Hands,” A Novel by Arthur Stringer 
just how one should dress underneath the sports suit or the Illustrated by Herbert Stoops neh ete toate > raat 72.93 
evening gown. It gives one invaluable knowledge as to how Costumes for the Transition from Winter to Spring 
little lingerie one can wear and be decent, and how much DN oa oe ow go owas goo wid Fier siawl bwin’ wilco 74,75 
one can wear without sacrificing the smart effect of the Last Minute Sketches from Paris................. . BP ee EPR a A 70, 77 
ensemble. The Smart New Paris Accessories............ Seber Wisc poe seet ig: 78 


AN INIMITABLY PIQUANT STORY OF PARISIAN LIFE BY LEONARD MERRICK 
IN NEXT MONTH’S ISSUE 





Harper's Bazar 1s published monthly in the U.S. A. by the International Magazine Company, William Randolph Hearst, president; C. H. Hathaway, vice-president; Ray Long, 
vice-president; Joseph A. Moore, treasurer; C. E. Forsdick, secretary, 119 West 40th Street, New York City. Single copies, 50 LB, Yearly subscription in United States 


and dependencies, $4.00. In Canada , $5.00. In foreign countries, $6.00. (All subscriptions are payable in advance and at the full price.) When you receive notice that your 
subscription has expired it is best to renew it at once, using the blank enclosed. When changing an address, give the old address as well as the new and allow five weeks for the 
first copy to reach you. Entered at the New York Post Office as second-class mail matter. Copyright, 1924, by the International Magazine Company (Harper's Bazar). 





Harper's Bazar is fully protected by copyright and nothing that appears in it may be reprinted either wholly or in part without perm 
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THE 


SMART 
BRIEF BUT 


SEASON IN 


TOWN 
BRILLIANT 


The Mah Jongg féte at 
the Plaza,one of the most 
brilliantly attended aitd 
colorfully presented 
affairs of the season. 


The Midwinter Season Devotee Divided Against Herself 
Stays in Town and Goes to Palm Beach With 


ACH passing year finds the metropolitan 
iy season shorter, but decidedly more brilliant. 

In days gone by the season opened on the 
fifteenth of October and lasted until the annual 
pilgrimage to Paris in the spring. But the motor 
car has changed everything. The country-house 
season has taken up one end of the smart season in 
town; the new, long Florida season has taken up the 
other, leaving a midwinter holiday time, brief, 
colorful, amusing. 


HE first performance of the opera this year was 
the most important of this decade. It forecast 
a season during which the activities of the younger 
marrieds, the matrons, and the dowagers would 
usurp the place that the débutante has held for 
several seasons. As the season closes that forecast 
is found to be fulfilled. Only the Junior League 
Opera Ball and half a score of brilliant private 
balls, dinners, and luncheons of varied catégory 
given for the young ladies making their initial 
bows to society were notable. 
The “Old Guard” usurped the center of the social 


Unbelievable Simultaneousness 


stage. Not since the time when the late Mrs. 
Stuyvesant Fish ruled society by virtue of her 
charm and her ability to make caustic criticisms in 
honeyed tones has there been such a surfeit of 
dignified dinner parties. Mrs. Charles B. Alex- 
ander, who gave a delightful dinner for more than 
eighty guests and invited about the same number 
to come in, following dinner, for a recital by Miss 
Elsie Janis; Mrs. Hamilton McK. Twombly, who 
moved her dinner evening up from Thursday to 
Wednesday; and Miss Mabel Gerry, who gave a 
series of dinners, followed by dancing in the white 
and gold Gerry ballroom, were among the nation- 
ally known New York-Newport hostesses who took 
an unusual interest in the season. 

Then there was Mrs. Henry White, who fre- 
quently gathered at her town house, adjoining the 
Cornelius Vanderbilt residence on Fifth Avenue, a 
group of azure-blooded dowagers and clubmen for 
the dinner musicales that have long been a feature 
of Mrs. White’s social program. 


The visit of Miss Alice Muriel Astor, daughter of * 


Lady Ribblesdale, the former Mrs. John Jacob 


Astor, to her brother and sister-in-law, Mr. and 
Mrs. Vincent Astor, was the signal for the giving of 
a series of dinner-dances at the seldom used Astor 
mansion, and the presence in New York of such 
renowned titled English visitors as the Duchess of 
Rutland, the Duke and Duchess of Sutherland, Lady 
Diana Duff-Cooper, the Earl and Countess of 
Granard (born Mills, a daughter of Ogden Mills), 
Cora, Countess of Strafford, Viscount Holmesdale, 
son and heir of the Earl of Amherst, Lord Beaver- 
brook, and others, equally exalted but far too 
numerous to mention, added no end of éclat to the 
“Old Guard’s”’ social ‘‘ come-back.” 


UMEROUS reasons have been advanced for 
the failure of the débutante season. Certain 
wiseacres insist the absence of a Vanderbilt, Astor, 
Gould, Morgan, or Rockefeller débutante spelled 
doom. Others say it was a question of quantity, not 
quality, that many of the young ladies ‘“‘ presented”’ 
during the holidays were daughters of families who 
have been in society for only two, three, and, in 
cerfain instances, four years. (Concluded on page 122) 
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WELL KNOWN MAN AS HE 


SAFELY APPEAR 
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Reginald Vanderbilt would surely look 
smart in this costume for chill mornings. 
Dark blue coat, white flannel trousers, 
h/] | } 


and I gray and bli date 







muffler. 





Harold Vanderbilt may go in for this 
typically 
satin girdle x 






heme of wearing a 
clothes in place 


ind usual vest. 


tropical 






wh dinner 









of the more conventional 















MAY 
AT PALM BEACH 










Jay Gould, famous for his crack tennis, 
might adopt this outfit without loss of 
prestige. Both gentlemen appear in the 
sketch with correct white buckskin shoes. 


E. H. Sothern’s impeccable flair for 
“the right note” will doubtless be in- 
trigued when he sees this new light tan 
Fair Isle sweater and white slacks. 


Vincent Astor could positively rejoice 
over this rubberized, rainproof emer- 
gency golf slip-on. It is so light that it 
can be carried easily in a golf bag pocket. 
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(Above) The idea of dark silver gray for 
the coat and light silver gray for the 
slacks might appeal to John Barrymore. 


The literary group suggests George Jean 
Nathan, in the fly front Harris tweed 
top-coat for blowy days, and William 
Lyon Phelps in a brilliantly patterned 
beach robe of crépe or rubberized silk. 









Gifford Pinchot (in the middle) looking 
as smart as ever you please in the smart- 
est of double-breasted while serges. 


“Willie K.” couldn’t improve on this golf 
costume of Harris tweed, with cross- 
barred tan knickers and plaid stockings. 








Always conservative, we suggest this 
one best bathing-suit for ‘Dapper 
Jack's,” or anyone else’s, holiday swim. 
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Mrs. Edward B. 
McLean. with her three chil- 


dren. John, Emily, and Ned 


(A bove) 


(Below) Miss Florence Crozer 
and her mother are golf 
enthusiasts at Palm Beach. 


ar ae ke 










Mrs. Moncure R. Wi@imeright golfing on 


Left) Mrs. Edward Crozer, of Phila- 
the superb course at Yhe Everglades Club 


delphia.1s at Palm Beach for the season. 
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PALM BEACH 


PASTIMES 


SEAPORT 


Mrs. Mortimer Ruther 
furd, whose two small sons 
float jubilantly opposite. 





Mrs. A. B. Mason. of Philadelphia, at the Everglades Club. 






REGRET 


Mr Martin C. Swee ny 
formerly Mi Florence 
Reirden, at Palm Beach 


Mrs. John Magee veiled 
against the devastating 
sun at Palm Beach 


(Right) Mrs. Reginald 
Boardman appears on the 
sand with her small dog 
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PALM BEACH RESIDENCE OF WILLIAM G. WARDEN 


Built by Addison Mizner, whose eccentric but undeniable genius 
has made Palm Beach what it is to-day. Mizner takes a barren 
sand spot and does this to it in a few months. A pale blue atmosphere 
accompanied by a faint odor of brimstone frequently attends these 
proceedings, but—in repetition—he made Palm Beach what 1t 1s to-day. 
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and smart at the same time. Pictorial effects are usually 


fort i % Pb Lhe - It is a rare thing for a gown to be decorative and picturesque 


onic! he 
; achieved at the expense of true smartness. This gown is 


Po fhe A VTi TDA GU HSJC decorative, and is really very smart, too. It is of sapphire blue 


velvet, edged with black ostrich fringe. Louiseboulanger. 
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This is the feminine 
evening gown that any 
woman does well to 
have in her re pe rtoire 
—of sapphire blue chif- 
fon, gold embroidered 
tissue, and rose and 
blue embroidered godets: 
from Louiseboulanger. 
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BARON DE MEYER FORECASTS THE 


EARLY 


18 rue Vaneau, Paris. 
ANUARY is a trying month in Paris; nothing 
but mud and slush. February is much the 
same, though not quite, for even if not real 
spring, at least dressmakers’ spring collections per- 
vade the air. These sound a joyful note, a promise 
of sun and warmth to come. Spring fashions, even 
shown in a snowstorm, sustain one’s hopes, as well 
as one’s plans for March—Cannes and Monte Carlo! 
Until then, a sun bath in the desert sounds too 
wonderful for words. 

I had thought of Algiers, of Tunis, even of 
Morocco, that most fashionable of French colonies, 
overrun by tourists, 1am told. But somehow Egypt 
and the Sphinx—or is it Tut-ankh-Amen nowadays 
who exerts an irresistible attraction?—proved para- 
mount. 

Besides, the secrets of the harem, source of all 
mcdern beauty parlors, might be revealed to me! 
What a subject for a letter to Harper’s Bazar! 

This settled it! 

\ strong inducement, too, was Cécile Sorel, and 
her engagement to give in Cairo a number of gala 
performances, including one at the King’s Palace. 

Fancy the opportunity of inspecting the contents 
of her fifty trunks, and telling you of it. I knew she 
would be taking all her new Callot stage clothes; 
and the ones from Chanel and Chéruit for private 
wear. But her Lanvin outfit was a surprise to me. 


LANVIN DeEsiGcns For SOREL 


NE day at three, I found myself at Lanvin’s, and 

on being ushered into the “presence” saw my 
famous friend in a crinoline of gold and ostrich 
plumes being fitted under the vigilant and unfailing 
eye of the great Madame Lanvin—in person! 


SPRING 


“Come, give us your opinion, ami. Pray don’t 
scold for again appearing in a distended sk rt. I 
know they are quite passé. I am wearing crinolines 
in only the one play—period 1865. The part of 
Madame de Castiglione naturally demands my ap- 
pearing in hoops. My other gowns are slim, much 
slimmer than any I’ve ever worn. 

“Look at this creation. White chiffon over a 
white foundation, with, below the bust down to the 
knees, bands of lotus leaves in silver tissues, ap- 
pliquéd on chiffon! 

“Look at the fulness below the knees, and the 
seemingly unending trains floating away from me. 

“Tsn’t it adorable? 

“It is such a success that I have decided to have 
three gowns made exactly alike—one in golden 
browns, and another ofa lovely shade of mauve chiffon. 

“The Lanvin line makes me tall and slender, 
don’t you agree? 

“There is another model—you will see later on 
which I am having repeated four times over. It con- 
sists of a simple skirt, blouse, and coat, the latter cut 
divinely, with very full godets on each side below the 
knees. A black satin one worn over a white blouse 
for Cairo, one in almond green kasha cloth with 
tiger skins for Luxor, and one of a white woolen 
material for Assuan. The most beautiful of all, 
however, is the one made of nasturtium-colored 
velvet. It ripples and hangs even better than the 
others—there may be a soupcon of leopard on the 
collar, but I shall decide this after the coat is fin- 
ished. But excuse me.” And she disappeared. 

There was a moment of suspense, until she 
emerged in a long very décolleté gown of cloth of 
gold, cut into a point at the throat and held by a 
jeweled necklace. The gown was edged by bands 





MODE 


of bright red fox. A Renaissance cape, reminiscent 
of a church vestment—golden flowers on white, 
lined with solid gold—produced a fabulous en- 
semble. 

“T shall wear this in the first act of the ‘Dame aux 
Camelias,’ the play Americans, for reasons unknown 
to me, named Camille Camille Camellia? 
But . . . wait till you see the gown I adore more 
than all others—at present in the hands of the em 
broiderers. It’s a chemise gown, very long and 
medieval, composed entirely of jewels, pearls, 
emeralds, rubies, topazes, in fact all the riches of 
Golconda. It is worn under a long trained mantle 
of ruby velvet, embroidered with dull golden wheat 
ears, une splendeur, mon cher! 

“Tt belonged to the Empress of Russia, and was 
brought me by aeroplane from Moscow as a gift, 
by my friend Isadora Duncan. Madame Lanvin’s 
genius has shaped it into an unique garment. A 
sable collar has been added and a lining of gold, 
worthy certainly of Cleopatra herself.” 


A PromisE FULFILLED 


O TELL you of Mary! She and I have become 
great friends. Do you remember her at the 
Ritz, dressed in black velvet, and being abused 
by her friends for being overdressed? 
The “list”? she promised me that day, has arrived. 
I can’t improve on it, and am therefore giving 
you her letter in full. 


“Dear Baron de Meyer: 

“Do you remember the day you were introduced 
to me at the Ritz, and how indiscreet you were 
listening to a conversation? Madame d’Armand, so 





Lady Duff Gordon also 
designed for Mrs. Tudor 
Wilkinson this gorgeous 
wrap of brown cloth, 
lined with the tawny 
skins of red fox, worn 
over the yellow gown. 
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The lovely Dolores, now 
Mrs. Tudor Wilkinson, 
wears this exquisite yellow 
gown, designed for her 
by Lady Duff Gordon, to 
suit her beautiful 
Spanish drawing-room. 
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Lanvin is still partial to soft 
pale shades of green. For 
this simple frock she used 
almond green velveteen in a 
charming shade. The skirt 
is made with a flare, which 
makes it practical to walk in. 
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smart in her ultramodern, sports-pervaded clothes, 
and my cousin, Thérese de Bargemont, were discuss- 
ing Cannes and Palm Beach; wondering what to 
order in the way of clothes. They talked this matter 
over very successfully, for when Thérese left last 
week for the Riviera, by way of Florida, her entire 
‘trousseau’ struck me as quite perfect. 

“She took most of the clothes she had ordered 
earlier in the season, as well as all her still wearable 
evening gowns—some twelve or fifteen—so the list 
which I promised you, and which I am enclosing, is 
just what I suggested in addition. 

“Tf you care to send my list to Harper’s Bazar, 
I have no objection. Anyway, it was your sug- 
gestion.” 

(It was... 
mission.) 


and I avail myself of the per- 


AN INTERESTING LIST 


os } "aay the morning, some white skirts. One plaited, 

in crépe marocain; another in some woolen 
material, with box plaits on each side. Notice 
should be taken not to choose a creamy white. 
Only a dead white is smart. 

“With these are worn short tailored coats. One 
of scarlet kasha cloth; another of cornflower blue 
marocain. Both have collars, cuffs, buttons, and 
the lining of white crépe, to match the plain crépe 
shirts worn beneath these coats. 

“Velveteen jackets, Norfolk style, with belts, 
one made in black, one deepest bottle green, another 





of brown. These are equally lined with white, and are 
also worn over white blouses, but with piqué skirts. 

“Dead white Panama straw hats, with a white or 
possibly a black grosgrain ribbon, are worn with 
these coats. Those same dreadfully expensive 
Panama hats are sometimes dyed dull black, green, 
or brown, to match the coats. A black Panama 
hat, with an additional stiff cockade, fashioned of 
black Paradise sprays, becomes a very dressy hat. 

““A white quilted-looking jacket of taffeta is to be 
worn over a Nile green crépe de Chine chemise 
gown, cleverly cut and tied at one side by bows of the 
same material. The coat has sleeves of elbow length, 
and there are white fox trimmings. 

“4 champagne-colored duvetyn skirt, to be worn 
with a long cape of the same, over a champagne 
satin blouse. There are armholes in the cape, which 
buttons in the front. A large collar and bands of 
a sort of cream spotted leopard decorate this 
garment. 

“A gown and long coat of tortoise-shell crépe 
have embroideries of black woc. and chenille 
flowers. The embroidery is on the coat alone, which 
is lined with black and has a black fox collar; also 
a deep band of fur around the bottom. 

““A very straight gown of red kasha cloth has its 
skirt cut with what might be termed a Cambodian 
flare—very new! The material has an all-over 
design of bold futuristic patterns, bright but well 
blended, and a red leather belt with a strange clasp 
of metal. 

“A narrow skirt of a deep violet woolen texture 
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is covered almost entirely by a long white satin 
blouse, which has touches of violet and bright blue 
appliqué work. 

“A violet tube-like coat, lined with white satin, 
conceals the blouse. The collar, cuffs, and pockets 
are of blue velvet with dull silver embroideries. 

“A red crépe gown, heavily embroidered in red 
chenille, red pearls, and tubes. There are narrow 
bands of mink on this gown, very sparsely used. 

“A black and white gown! The foundation is 
white Georgette crépe. Chinese patterns are worked 
all over the material in black silk. It’s possibly 
a startling gown, yet very simple, suitable for after- 
noon parties. 

“A peach-colored gown of crépe romain, an 
affair of overlapping skirts and bias folds. With this 
gown is worn a scarf of the same material, thrown 
back over both shoulders. It is edged with red fox. 


THe EVENING Gowns 


™ A GOWN consisting of tiny white flounces right 

up to the arm-pit, each flounce edged with 
white porcelain fringes. It’s a ‘small dance’ 
frock. 

“An evening gown of white Georgette crépe has 
much fulness in the skirt, though all of it is on one 
side. The other side is flat, and has a scarf panel 
front and back. On this gown are scintillating 
masses of silver beads and tubes. 

“Another white evening gown of chiffon has 
inlays of silver tissue, (Concluded on page 110) 











A Story of a Mere Mate 
In a World of Femates 


ARNOLD BENNETT 


By 


HEY stood arguing on the crowded Paris 
pavement between a waiting taxi and the 
imposing facade of the establishment of Mme. 
Lecceur, one of the ten great French dressmakers. 

The lovely widow, Lydia, said: 

“But surely vou can come in for a minute or two, 
my dear Andrew. I want you to. And it’s 
rather your affair,” she added, smiling. “We shall 
be married before I get the bill.” 

“Tt’s three-fifteen. My appointment’s for three- 
thirty The fellow’s leaving for Brussels at four 
o'clock.’ 

\ndrew’s appointment, he being a London solici- 
tor of some importance, was with one of those Anglo- 
Saxon international lawyers latent in Paris, who, by 
reason of having miraculously passed legal examina- 
tions in various countries, charge what they like to 
clients who have got themselves into any sort of 
international mess. Andrew himself could not have 
said whether, if Lydia had not happened to be in 
Paris just then, he would not have sent a clerk to 
Paris instead of coming over from London in person. 

“Oh, you're 


’ 


always such an awful worrie7!’ 
exclaimed Lydia petulantly. 

He paid off the taxi. 

“But you are rather a dear,” Lydia murmured. 

Lydia was as much at home in the vast establish- 
ment of (Andrew in the Law Courts, 
Strand. The aged janissary at the foot of the grand 
staircase saluted her with a smile. The stout, white- 
faced, black-robed lady at the entrance to the salons 
shook hands with her in passing. 

“That’s the head saleswoman,” Lydia murmured. 
“She makes 160,000 francs a year.” 

There were three large intercommuni- 
cating. On chairs ranged round the walls of the 
lofty rooms sat potential customers, waiting. Some 
were hags; but they had just the same desire as the 
young and the pretty ones to make the very best of 
themselves. All the customers were women; all the 
hovering staff were women; and Andrew had the 
sensation also of innumerable women in the rooms 
behind, where oddments such as scent and earrings 
were sold and frocks tried on. He was the only male 
in the place. 

“How late they always are here!” said Lydia, 


Lecceur as 


salons, 





“Tt was a world with one object—the beautifying of women. 


tapping with her foot impatiently. Yet a few mo- 
ments earlier she had been lamenting that she would 
not be in time to see the first costumes shown. 
Interminably, exasperated minutes elapsed. 


MANNEQUIN entered the salon in a three- 
piece sports dress. Everybody became sternly 
attentive. Lydia was a different woman—as preoc- 
cupied, ruthless, and watchful as a soldier entering 
into battle. Spanish in style, with midnight hair and 
an exquisite fair skin, the slim mannequin tripped 
through the salons, advancing, receding, turning, 
mincing on her high, trembling heels, showing off 
her attire in every respect. She was a mere em- 
ployee, but also she was a beautiful creature and 
knew her power. 
“She, too,” thought Andrew, “has some man in 
the background.” 
Another mannequin appeared—several; there 
must have been six or eight. They came and went, 
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And all 


continually reappearing in new clothes which they 
changed with astonishing quickness. 

“What the deuce am I doing in a place like this?” 
Andrew asked himself. 

It was a world of women. It was a highly costly 
world, which men were paying for. Yes, all the 
salaries, all the silks and stuffs, all the rent, all the 
brains were being paid for by men. Andrew heard 
figures such as 2,000 francs, 3,500 francs, 5,000 
francs. It was a world with one object—the beau- 
tifying of women to please men. And there were 
many such places in Paris; and many such places 
in every large capital. And this one had to do only 
with dresses. There were similar places for lingerie 
shoes, hair, jewelry, what-not. 

And all these women could not have been more 
completely in earnest if the fate of Europe had 
depended upon their decisions. 

Andrew knew why he was in this world. He 
was in it because he loved Lydia. And he 
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these women could not have been more completely in earnest if the fate of Europe had depended upon their decision.” 


knew he was in love, not because he was happy in her 
society, but because he was unhappy out of her 
society, and because she was gradually absorbing 
all his old interests into herself. When he thought 
of golf, he thought of her playing golf; when he read, 
he wondered if she would like the book; when he 
walked the streets he looked into all the shops 
devoted to women and into no others. He was as 
interested as she herself in the thousand problems 
connected with her adornment. And he was pas- 
sionately curious about her mind, which he ad- 
mired; for she managed somehow to talk intelli- 
gently upon all current topics. That section of his 


own mind which he never unlocked was half aware 
that she did not really understand the topics; but 
she had the air of understanding—like a journalist— 
and this sufficed. 

“T really must go,” he said at length, gravely 
disturbed by his professional conscience. 

“* Mademoiselle!” 


said Lydia sharply, ignoring 


him. One of the saleswomen stopped obsequiously 
in front of her. ‘What number is that dress?” 

““‘What number is that dress?” the saleswoman 
asked the mannequin, who also halted. 

“Number thirty-two,” said the mannequin, with 
a triumphant gesture. 

“The dress interests you, madam?” asked the 
saleswoman. 

“Do you like it, dear?” Lydia asked Andrew 
earnestly, with a touching, enchanting smile. 

“Very much,” he answered, perceiving that she 
wanted an affirmative. 


AYING no more, except “ Wait half a second,” 
she then vanished from the salons with the 
saleswoman. 

Andrew waited, tormented, broken in two by the 
claims of his business and of his fiancée. Then, 
after an age, desperately, he rose, grasped his 
stick and gloves, and departed, like a criminal. 





He was still, in spite of himself, feeling like a crim- 
inal when he called at the Hotel du Rhin to take her 
out to dinner. Positively he was afraid to enter the 
private sitting-room. Her cousin Annette was there, 
a rather plain girl of twenty-five, simply dressed, as 
always; Annette was neither stylish nor intellectual. 
But she had affectionate eyes, and did fine needle- 
work. She acted as Lydia’s companion, and, having 
no pretensions, was always ready either to go out 
or to stay at home, according to Lydia’s plans. 
Andrew talked nervously to her about her needle- 
work—not a word about Lydia. 

Lydia entered, a perfect marvel of a confection 
from tiara to toes, each fingernail a work of applied 
art; and the storm broke. Lydia did not care two- 
pence that Annette was present. 

“Why did you run off like that?” Her cold 
voice was like an ultimatum. Her brow was trans- 
formed. 

“Well, I had to, my (Continued on page 80) 
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Miss Betty Barber, a recent New York 
débutante, is working and studying with 
her father, Mr. Donn Barber, the architect. 

; FIVE OF MANY 
Miss Thelma Morgan, twin sister of Mrs. 

WHO BORED BY DIVERSION — Reginald Vanderbilt, will soon make her 
appearance in a series of motion pictures. 

ARE AT WORK . - ; inet 

Miss Grace H. Talbot, a Junior League Mrs. Harry Payne Whitney and 

girl, whose “The Novice” won the Avery “Smoky,” who is posing for the 

prize at the Architectural League Exhibit. Buffalo Bill Memorial Statue. 
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Maurice Goldberg 


LADY DIANA MANNERS 


The growing sympathy of women of leisure with -he movement for 
self-expression is a truly valuable contribution lo the American stage. 
Following other triumphs, Lady Diana Manners makes her début as the 
Madonna in “The Miracle,’ a pantomime created by Max Reinhardt. 
So great are the demands of this réle that Lady Manners shares 
it with the Princess Matchabelli, who plays it on alternate nights. 
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Dark blue crépe satin, ove of the fabrics the Southern 
season will make smart, Premet embroiders across the 


. Mmrracrma 7 1 front in graduated tones of blue. The scarf is smart. 
COSTUMES FOR ser , 

ee sy ar Flounces of black tulle fall over a red satin band em- 

ANY SMART broidered with crystal, silver, and blue beads, in Pre- 


met’s tubular dinner frock of glistening black satin. 


SOUTHERN DAY 


Another of the series of ‘‘chandail” frocks Premet 
is designing is of light beige wool, with a trimming 
of light brown leather. It is exceedingly youthful. 
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Panther, one of the furs that has only 
recently been taken seriously, is used y 
to trim a hat of pale yellow straw. } 


PARIS STILL WEARS ITS TWO 


FAVORITE SILHOUETTES 


The Parisienne Wears a Sleek Shingle Above, Impartially, 


Either a Tube or Circular Frock, As Long 


As the Frock Is Simple 
By vaxn CAMPEN STEWART 


2 rue de la Paix, Paris. 

ITH a fog of pea-soup consistency blanketing the Place Vendéme at 

ten of what should be a bright sunny morning, Paris seems more dull 

than ever. And it has not been a brilliant season. Every little while 

somebody marries somebody else and for a moment or two there is a flurry of 

tulle and bridal satin, or there is a first night at the Opéra with pretty frocks 

dotting the orchestra stalls and leaning from the loges—one may count dozens 

of newly bobbed heads nightly—or a new restaurant suddenly flings wide its 

doors to the dancing public, or a private entertainment quietly blocks the 
streets with limousines. 

Recently the streets were blocked with parading Catherinettes, bonneted 
and costumed in picturesque fashion, arms linked, singing and otherwise cele- 
brating the féte of St. Catherine, the guardian angel of the midineltes. Again 
certain streets were lined with crowds watching the passing of the funeral cortége 
of Maurice Barrés, mourned by the State. And of late everywhere the streets 
have been crowded with cabs and omnibuses piled with departing luggage 
destined for St. Moritz, the Riviera, Egypt, and the French colonies. Parisians 
are leaving town—stealing silently away for the winter almost before we realized 
that they had returned from their summer pleasuring. 

Many have gone back to “God’s country”’ to spend Christmas at home. 
Others, particularly English people with villas on the Riviera, are already 
installed in sunshine for the winter. Those devoted to winter sports are even 
now at St. Moritz—snow fell there early this year. And, by the way, a new 
sports costume has just been devised for that land of ice and snow. 

This is a sort of combinaison of heavy yellow wool tricot. The trousers are 
tight at the knee and broaden out above into a sort of chemise which is belted 
at the hips and decorated just below with a three-inch band of tricot resembling 
a tuck and edged with twisted yellow wool fringe. The long “‘sweater”’ sleeves 
are fringed from wrist to elbow and the scarf collar is fringed also. 

For long-distance traveling a new and costly cloak is made of beige suéde 
lined with summer ermine. It is light, thin, and very warm. With this is 
carried a flat, capacious bag of similar suéde bearing narrow oblong silver 
initials of the owner. Similar silver initials are set into the shell handle of the 
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VARTHE 
REGNIER 








MARTHE 
REGNIER 


Ostrich feather flowers, in black and 
white, trim a large black satin hat, 
and a smaller shape has the feathers 
of a bird covering the entire crown. 
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brown silk umbrella, the edges of which are bound with suéde. 
Mademoiselle Marthe Régnier, the pretty actress who is 
playing now so successfully in “Un homme enchainé” at Théatre 
Fémina, has just astonished Paris by opening a millinery shop 
in her house at 51 rue Francois Premier—a shop wherein are dis- 
played some of the prettiest hats seen in Paris in many moons. 
Varied in shape are these new models, which vary equally in 
material. Mademoiselle Régnier shows the cloche, the capeline 
and the turban, with many other shapes of great originality. 
There is a broad capeline of yellow Italian straw trimmed with 
spotted panther skin—the fur trimming the crown and lining the 
broad brim almost to its edge, framing the face. 
Another broad hat of black satin is trimmed with a great 
IGNES tlower of black ostrich which, surrounded with rich green leaves, 
is pinned to the front of the crown. Pink and blue flowers, made 
of ostrich and twined with green leaves, are sewn flatly to the 
Nattier blue velvet brim of a hat of pale yellow straw. A turban 
is made of Indian mirror embroidery—tiny mirrors held in place 
by needlework—with a cross-piece of fine black straw. The front 
Tie Mids te cit tents tke of the crown of a small cloc he is cut away, a triangle of the straw 
ae : ; removed, and the space filled in with tapestry bead-work. 
leaf silver, and applied Apples and leaves in reliei—fruit and sprays made of delicately 
loa fine brown straw hat. tinted silks—are applied to a small cloche of black satin. Green 
and silver ivy leaves are applied to another. Ruches of narrow 
colored ribbon trim another small cloche. A helmet-like turban 
is made of rounded upstanding sections of rose velvet veined with 
gold soutache. The crown is covered with erectly posed rose 
ostrich plumes. A black satin shape is trimmed with long oddly- 
posed brushes of tawny crosse plumes—plumes exactly the shade 
of summer ermine. 
Ostrich plumes trim some hats, others are trimmed with 
embroidered straw galon set with colored stones. A small cloche 





Very new. Fine black 
straw, trimmed with a 
“seal” of thin gold leaf. 





(Right) Sports cos- 
lume of bottle green 
kasha cloth, em- 
broidered in wool in 
red,gray,and brown. 


























DRECOLL 


This coat of printed 

crépe in yellow and } \ WW 
green and black was = \ 
designed to be worn 
with the white crépe 


; | frock shown next it NOW PREFERS 
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of brown leather is stamped with gold, matching a short smart 
coat of brown leather also showing this gold decoration. A 
parasol of green faille edged with black flares slightly at the edge 
and the handle of imitation jade bears the inscription, “Qui veut 
peut.” 

Mademoiselle Régnier herself, wearing one of her smartest 
models, received the guests on opening day, when the salons were 
crowded with friends, prospective clients, representatives of the 
press, and not a few buyers. Seldom has a maison de modes 
launched itself so auspiciously; and Mademoiselle Régnier tells 
me that she is preparing original and delightful jewelry—earrings 
and what-not—which a little later will be offered to her clients. 
She will sell perfumes, also, all the odors of Araby the Blest 
combined agreeably in new ways. 

The opening of the “ Jardin de ma Sceur”’ as the Embassy Club 
was the occasion of a dinner-dance, with everybody, more or less, 
present in the brilliantly lighted rooms with their flower-hung 
balconies and flowery cushioned chairs. 

Miss Elsa Maxwell, dining with the Grand Duc and Grande 
Duchesse Boris, entertained also, later in the evening, the Grand 
Duc Dimitri. Prince and Princesse Galitzine, over from England 
for the week-end, were dining with Colonel and Mrs. Buzzard. 

The Princesse Odescalchi wore a pretty white frock—the 
crystal-beaded corsage extending in points below the hips almost 
to the skirt-edge, with full circular panels set in between the 
beaded points. The duplicate of this frock was worn by another 


Two bright red gardenias 
and bands of bright red 
straw trima dark blue hat. 





woman present—the circular panels flying out prettily fanwise | 
in the movement of the dance. AGNES 

Mrs. Marthe Leishman Hyde, who was dining with the Marquis Tiny plaid hats are now 
and Marquise de Jaucourt, Mademoiselle de St. Sauveur, and vervsmartin Paris. Blue, 


others, wore a pretty frock of shaded pink crépe Georgette—pale 


: pars rust-color,and yellow silk. 
rose at the shoulders deepening to a (Continued on page 49) ‘ 7 


(Left) Lanvin de- 
signed this for Cannes. 
It is of brown taffeta — 
lined with tan kasha 


stitched diagonally. ; 
IS; I 


(Right) Both the 
frock and jacket of 
tan rep have insets of 
the fabric running in 
the op posite direction. 
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OF SPRING 
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The new contrast of dull and shiny sur- 
faces is made with black satin appliqué 
on a draped frock of black ¢ répe de Chine. 


PHILIPPE 
el 
GASTON 


LANVIN 
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Cécile Sorel will wear, while in Exvpt. 
Lanvin’s costume of green velours de 
laine. The coat is trimmed with leopard. 
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A dark blue rep frock has a gilet—a 
gilet of white silk embroidered on the 
edges with black—made as part of it. 


Double-faced brown satin is used shiny- 
side out for the folds and sash, and the 
dull side makes the chemise frock itself. 


The rickrack braid that has been ap pear- 
ing on the smartest clothes is used to 
trim a_ straight black satin frock. 











Another of those 
ammensely — -chic 





over-blouse frocks. 
It is of leather 
brown crépe de 
Chine, with collar 
and scarf in one. 
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Callot’s gown of dull rose crépe is bor- 
dered with embroidered dull blue crépe. 
The corsage is gracefully scalloped. 


A beautifully simple gown of mauve 
satin, worn at Ciro’s, has as its only 
trimming three bands of mauve velvet. 


No version of this lovely gown is more 
Nittering than that chosen by Madame 
Bonnelle—white satin fringed in crystal. 


A black crépe 
frock, laced 
through the eye- 
lets with green 
crepe, has a cir- 
cular cape to 
match its skirt. 








syle GOWNS 


S SOFT COLOR 
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lL new silk, hand-woven 
like a_ loose 
used int yellow for Loutise- 
boulanger’s flounced frock. 


vivid rose at the skirt-edge; and this frock was also 
almost exactly duplicated several times—that is, 
there were several frocks of shaded rose crépe of 
slightly different design, some girdled with pale 
rose, others with soft red velvet ribbon. 

The Marquise Sommi-Piccenardi wore black 
crépe de Chine, fringed. Mrs. Frederic Havemeyer 
wore black velvet with long scarf-ends falling from 
the girdle and tossed over her arm, and the Princesse 
Radziwill wore a Molyneux frock of black lace—the 
skirt in two circular flounces below the straight 
corsage. The Grande Duchesse Boris wore a 
Chanel frock of palest rose crépe, pointed and 
circular panels of crépe swinging loose from the 
hips and pointed “handkerchiefs” of crépe falling 
from the shoulders. Later at the Ritz she wore 
a corsage of rose and silver crépe above a skirt of 
rose tulle with tapering pointed panels on each side 
below the silver ribbon girdle. 

At the Ritz dinner-dance many white frocks were 
worn—white crépe beaded with crystal tubes, white 
satin or white crépe embroidered with rhinestones. 

Everywhere we see the straight frock—the tube 
which is subtly widened, in one way or another, to 
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walking width, and which has so often been de- 
scribed in these columns. This style will continue 
smart through the coming season—the skirts over- 
lapped, flaring suddenly in flounces, scalloped or 
made of shifting, overlapping, oddly shaped panels. 

Opposed to this silhouette is that with the corsage 
cither straight or outlining the figure rather closely 
to the hips—the skirt below being widened with 
inset circular gores; and this style also will be seen 
next spring. 

The onen-fronted frock, with corsage or skirt or 
both opening gracefully in front over the underslip, 
has had much to do with the general movement 
toward the back which has made itself evident of 
late. A new frock of Chanel’s—a light green crépe 
Georgette—has a wide fur-edged tablier of crépe 
across the back and the sides only. Jenny employs 
also the over-skirt in the back. Attached at the 
hips as a rule, it is rumored that next season this 
tablier will be attached to the shoulders. 

The rather appalling simplicity of many recent 
models leaves the fashion correspondent speechless. 
What can one say when there is so little to be 
said ? 














Sophisticated Ne 


By NlitDRED 


RESUME OF FIRST AND SECOND Parts 


[LAH NORRIS, poor but luxury-loving, cold 
blooded and selfish, has been left at the death 
of her father with a handful of rare first edi 

tions and an expiring lease on their apartment. 

(An old student and admirer of her father’s, 
Robert Peabody, a young man of a wealthy New 
York family, calls with rather awkward attempts 
at sympathy. Later, when Lilah is confronted with 
the unpleasant problem of earning her own living, 
her bored interest in Robert is quickened and she 
brings about a proposal. 

rhe wedding takes place at the country home of 
Junius Peabody, Robert’s grandfather, in Maine. 
Lilah is somewhat dismayed, however, at the bleak- 
ness and loneliness of the immense estate. She had 
hoped to find herself the center of attraction in 
society, and is disappointed and dissatisfied in find- 
ing that Robert’s life is spent largely with his horses 
and dogs 

Knowing that the family possesses a town house 
in Thirty-eighth Street, which has been closed for 
years, Lilah persuades Robert to let her open it. 
His tastes and the tastes of his family are ridiculed, 
and she immediately surrounds herself with costly 
painters and decorators and sets out to completely 
change the house, inside and out. In the midst of 
this, Robert is allowed to come and go without so 
much as a thought of consulting his wishes. 


THIRD PART 


\ ITH New York an accomplished fact and the 

woods, the rocks, exchanged for a sultry 
October in town, she was gracious, delightful. 

Robert promised himself that he would never 


again deprive Lilah of anything. She was worthy 
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He adored her. 
He would do anything to hear her call him 
“cross old Bobsic.”’ 


of the most unselfish behavior. 


He made the mistake of becoming his most 
cheerful, his most optimistic self. 

The panels were to be done by an American 
artist, a man famous for the facility of his execution; 
he painted like a fury. One day you had the car- 
toons, in red-chalk—a swirl of draperies, figures, of 
long-limbed, rather sheep-like women and _top- 
heavy columns in the Tiepolo manner. The next, 
a finished canvas. 

Robert began to stumble over this Elmer Shawhan 
in his comings and goings. He had none of the 
trappings Robert expected of painters, but worked 
in a disreputable coat, collarless. He was small and 
agile, Irish, with the head of a vaudeville actor and 
the feet of a Brazilian dancer. 


ILAH found him violent and amusing. “I de- 
spise women,” he told her, “but I can’t 
keep away from ’em. It’s their drawing—ankles 
and knees and long arms and necks. They’re so 
damned graceful.” 

He was sitting on a scaffold ten feet above her 
head, dangling a pair of patent pumps and ankles 
encased in sheer silk socks. Lilah’s walls were 
already transformed. Shawhan painted the panels 
in his studio and mounted them himself. 

Lilah could not rest until she found out whether 
he considered her pretty. He made her feel dumpy 
and too blonde, because the women he painted were 
like fresh strawberries mounted on long silk legs. 
No woman had legs like that. 

“T know,” he said. “I paint legs plus the univer- 
sal male exaggeration of theirimportance. That’s why 
my stuff sells. I got seventy-five thousand dollars 
for covering a millionaire’s home with silk stockings 








i ““tren't vou two being 
rather glum?’ asked Lilah. 
‘What have vou been 
talking about? Me, of 
course. I'ma trusting soul 
lo leave vou together.’ 


and frillies. He thinks he likes it because it’s art.” 

“Tsn’t it?” Lilah demanded. 

“My stuff? Of course not. Mister Tiepolo of 
New York! No, I’m clever. I have a certain facil- 
ity, that’s all. I learned to draw when I was a cub 
reporter on a Southern daily—I had to make quick 
sketches of murders, suicides, hangings, and celebri- 
ties; President Cleveland in the morning and Lulu 
the opium-queen in the afternoon. I dad to draw! 
Then I came to New York and drew New York. 
Slums and ‘L’ stations and bums in the park and 
snow and fire-engines and horse-buses. In those 
days New York was a place. Twenty years ago...” 

“T was seven,” Lilah interrupted 

“Well, I wasn’t. I was twenty-three. And what 
I had you'll never have.” 

“Why?” 

“Tt doesn’t exist any more. You'll never sce 
Ethel Barrymore in ‘Captain Jinks’; with those eyes 
of hers and that bass voice and that Barrymore 
bend. Davis was on the crest of the wave and Gib- 
son was immortalizing the shirtwaist. It meant 
something in those days to be tailored in England and 
to wear the kind of shoes I wear—look at ’em—no tips 
—soft as a glove! Davis and I wore wing collars 
when it was considered degenerate and we carried 
canes in the face of public ridicule and private envy. 
Stanford White was building glorious houses. Most 
of us were in love with Minnie Ashley. Talk about 
the age of innocence! Clyde Fitch, Maxine Elliot, 
Elsie de Wolfe and Clara Bloodgood—I could 
name a dozen. We were the American aristocracy 
of wit. What we said and did was shocking and 
unique. It was worth while being clever because 
almost no one was. To live in Gramercy Park, to 
eat at the old Café Martin and not to wear pads in 
your shoulders—” 

He went back to his canvas with violence. 
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Lilah felt very gay and triumphant. 


This was the lazy after- 


dinner hour before vivacity had worked its way to the surface.” 























‘I object to to-day because every one is super- 
ficially clever! And there are ten geniuses to one 
twenty years ago; men who can write 
novels about the war; men you’ve never heard of, 
like Dos Passos, producing a sort of heroic poem, 
every verse beginning and ending with Goddam! 
Gorgeous! And chaps like Manship and Simonson. 
And Bellows. And God knows who—there’re 
thousands of ’em.” 

“Well?” Lilah said. 

Shawhan came down the ladder. He had a most 
engaging and roguish smile. With the neck of his 
shirt turned in, he was more Byronesque than vaude- 
villian; he would have been romantic had he not 
looked out through eyes so initiated and skeptical. 

“And there you are! Genius is a drug on the 
market.” 

“Then you’re asking too much for these panels,” 
Lilah said sweetly. 


colossal 


“T’m a specialist,” was his shrewd reply, “not a 
genius. I have cashed in on my facility. You’re 
paying, not for my work, but for my name. When 
people come into this room, they will know who 
decorated your walls and your stock will jump!” 

“How did you manage it?” Lilah asked. 

He smiled. ‘The New York way. A very exotic 
house and studio. Two marriages with famous and 
temperamental women, both of whom divorced me, 
quite amicably. A dash of scandal. Parties every 
one wanted to get to because they were both beau- 
tiful and risqué and the guests were limited. . . 
Thirty, no less, no more! An impassioned and 
anonymous press-agent. Getting the reputation 
of being a misogynist. And legs!” 

Lilah laughed. ‘And now?” 

“You pay for it.” 

“And you?” 

“Tt doesn’t 


leave much to believe in, does it? 
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That’s why I sneeze when people drag in art. Art! 
Oh, my God. The whole thing is an elaborate hoax. 
You want these walls—these lovely empty spaces 
filled with something gracious, pretty, to harmonize 
with your furniture and your lamp-shades.” 

“Qh, no—” Lilah interrupted. 

“Oh, yes! I beg pardon. Yes! Your husband 
wouldn’t live with a wall by Michelangelo—big, 
fat torsos and bumpy females and snakes. And how 
would you look, in that gown, against a Gaugin 
jungle? Be honest.” 

“Well—” 

“You consult Miss de Blauvelt. She wants to 
sell you some Louis Quinze chairs and one of those 
French sofas, an escritoire, and a_ five-hundred 
dollar footstool. So she looks through her mental 
card-index and says: ‘French. Shawhan.’ Then she 
phones me. I get the specifications and the limita- 
tions and the architect's (Continued on page 102) 
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Tren Bordonti, HOW of 
* Little Miss Bluebeard,’ 
has been conquering us 
for many. ve--what we 


mean is, for quite a while. 











This is Delysia, so firm 
and so bold, general of the 
rapid-fire squad. She ap 
pears in one of the revues 


called ** Topics of 1923.” 
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Madame Simone opens her third season in New 
February. 
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York early in 
She is quite one of the three or four most important 


actresses in France and she graciously plays for us here in English. 


THOSE 


VERY FIRST 


NIGHTERS 


What They Look Like, Valk Like, Act Lrke 


OTHING, it has been said, 
istic of New York as its friendliness to 
visitors from out of town. Let a guest ap- 

proach and we open the gates, roll out the red car- 
pet, spread the canopies, and send a band to the 
depot to meet him. Flags fly; the air is filled with 
confetti and the loud “halloos” of welcome. 

Place,” we say to him, “ your little hand in ours, 
and we shall take you to see the sights. You are not 
interested in fish? Then we shall omit the Aqua 
rium. But in our zoological gardens pleasing ele- 
phants swing their lithe proboscides, and the wary 
wart-hog is at hand eager to divert you. In case you 
are a bookworm, repair with us to the libraries; or if 
you are fond of art and archeology, many museums 
are available for your edification. ” 

You may, in the event that you are both literary 
and athletic, take a brisk walk around the Reservoir 
in Central Park to watch the heroes and heroines of 
New York fiction pursuing their romantic exercises. 

If patriotic, Grant’s mausoleum is available and 
the effigies of General Sherman, Joan of Arc, Kos- 
ciusko, Garibaldi and Franz Sigel. 

If you like you may look at the Hudson River, 
that mighty, mystic stream—as ancient as the 
Nile and much more sophisticated. Fifth Avenue is 


is so character 


hard by, and sinister Broadway, of which it has been 
sung that there is a broken heart for every light 
If fond of fisticuffs, the pugilists at Madi- 
son Square Garden will engage in gentle gladiations. 
Commodious omnibuses await on many street cor- 


upon it. 


By Percy Hamuonp 


ners to transport you to Chinatown and Coney 
Island, to the residence of Charles M. Schwab and 
the birthplace of Theodore Roosevelt. 

If you need the relaxing influence of 
and other insobrieties, we have provided supper 
clubs wherein, despite the vigilance of a Puritan 


dancing 


constabulary, vinous eye may look into vinous 
eye across the hootch and 
It may interest you to scrutinize the Pittsburgh 
banker’s son in one of these ruddy rendezvous 
as he tells the shrewd milliner from Altoona 
that she is the only woman he ever loved. And 
to watch her as she yearns for her room at the 
Ritz, replying, 

These are the commonplaces of our hospitality, 
the habitual deeds of good-fellowship, the fresh log 
in the fireplace. It is our desire, if not our passion, 
to be open-armed. If, as our guest, you are robbed, 
bilked, or assassinated, as you may be in your home 


chicken sandwiches. 


“Be yourself, Big Boy, be yourself.” 


town, we provide you with policemen and competent 
district attorneys to avenge you. Our bootleggers 
are alert and well bestowed; our magistrates humane 
and sagacious; our morgues and penitentiaries ade- 
quate. As Ed Howe of the Atchison Globe said to 
a traflic policeman who permitted his daughter, Miss 
the, to motor illegally through a one-way street: 


Oh! call it by some other name, 
For friendship sounds too cold. 


It is no more than right, then, that so wide-armed 





an institution should reserve one little pleasure to 
itseli—one chamber in its vast open house whence it 
may retire occasionally and be alone. This New 
York retreat bidden and 
which the keys of the city will not unlock is the 
First Night at the theaters. There, and there only, 
are the real New Yorkers unsociable, asking for 
privacy. Sequestered among themselves in restful 
seclusion, they tind comfort. Now and then, of 
course, a pushing outlander intrudes in the sanctum, 
but he meets with small cordiality. The First 
Night is New York’s and New York’s alone. As 
the signboards say in the rural districts, “* No Tres- 
passing Allowed on These Premises.”” The charters 
and franchises that admit you to the Stock Exchange 
or Van Cortlandt Park are useless as credentials to 
one of Mr. Belasco’s or Miss Barrymore’s 


to which guests are not 


“ open- 
ings.” To pass these sacred frontiers one must be 
native or at least naturalized. 

It is the belief of New York dramatists, producers, 
and actors that nobody knows much about a play 
unless he is a New York first nighter. The “New 
York verdict” is to them the ultimate decree in 
dramatic judgments. They may be that 
human beings exist in Harrisburg and Stamford, 
and that the inhabitants of Chicago, Philadelphia, 
and Brooklyn are no more ignorant of life and the 
theater than are the residents of Manhattan. The 
people of Denver, and other points west, read H. 
G. Wells and Miss Fannie Hurst; they go to Yale 
or other universities, and (Concluded on page 100) 
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By Lucite BucHANAN 


HI cloche is still with us. Nor all our piety nor wit can cancel half a line of 

it—if it will make it look less like a cloche. The designers are constantly 

changing it, and saying, ““Now, this is very new.” But it is only the 
cloche with the brim tilted, perhaps, in the back, or in front, or at the side; structu- 
rally and fundamentally the same old cloche, and even the most guileless of us can 
recognize it. 

The trouble is that the eternal everlasting thing is becoming, and exactly the 
final remark to finish off the present mode. That is why it is so difficult to pry 
Madame out from under it. 

\lmost all other hats take on a strangely middle-class and dowdy air after one 
is used to the cloche. Their crowns seem too large, and their brims have no relation 
With a sigh, one orders a replica of one’s last cloche, and wonders 
if this will keep on indefinitely. 

The solution seems to be at hand. Several of the smartest Paris and New 
York designers have produced very tiny hats, not hats merely close-fitting and 


to one’s face. 
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Tan felt is molded close to the head, and 


another bit is wound in a fold around the f > 
NE 


head to suggest a turban. This is quite new. 


(Upper right) A little Maria Guy hat is of 
black satin, and has a stiff cuff-like brim. 
On each side is a Russian crystal ornament. 


(Right) This tan felt tricorne with a silver iA 
ornament is very tiny and close fitting 
as small as any “‘cloche’—and is very new. 


(Lower right) Paris is wearing hats made 
of gay Roman striped fabrics. They are smart 
with simple dark frocks or with the tailleur. 


snug in head size, but very tiny in all their proportions. If the hat is tricorne, 
the crown fits the head like the tightest of caps and the brim curls back against 
it with no suggestion of weight or bulk. Tiny hats of the “gendarme’”’ type are 
trimmed exactly like the cloche, with a ribbon cocarde or a flat cocarde of feathers. 
It makes it easier to graduate from the cloche to have the same type of trimming 
and the same “‘feeling’’ about the new hats. 

On these pages we have collected from several houses small hats that are sub- 
stitutes for the cloche. Any one of them is small enough to make the most inveter- 
ate cloche wearer feel comfortable. They have been chosen because Harper's 
Bazar thinks that this is the type of hat we shall wear more as the season advances. 

Paris is making some of its newest hats in gay color. Tiny hats of plaid satin 
or of fabric in gay Roman stripes are very smart with either the tailleur or simple 
wool frocks. 

Another thing that contributes to the mode for small hats is the fact that the 
favorite coat of the Parisienne, the tube coat with bushy fur collar and cuffs and 
banding, demands a small hat to complete its silhouette. 

The tubular mode in frocks, too, and the general use of long simple unbroken 
lines, necessitate a very small sleek headgear, one that complements the peculiar 
simplicity of the modern costume. The whole atmosphere of costuming at the 
moment is certainly sophistication and elimination of useless ornament, rather than 
picturesqueness. 

Of course, the clocie is the ideal hat for this mode, and then, too, it pulls 
on over the closest shingle with scarcely an additional line or ripple. That is 
why it has remained so long in vogue. 
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This is no more than a tight-filting cap of black straw, with a wide band 
of gold ribbon that is braided into a knot at the nape of the neck, to fill in 
the void left by the shingle. Black felt leaves are applied in a flat wreath. 


rhe psychological moment has arrived, however. Madame is really a little 
weary of the inverted pot, with its dab of trimming. She has decided that the 
designers must give her something else, so that she may alternate it with the 
cloche and still not feel top-heavy and over-dressed. 

Perhaps the most marked departure from the cloche is the little irregular- 
brimmed hat that is half turban and half cap. The foundation for this is merely 
a crown—entirely without brim—of straw, with the effect of an irregular brim 
achieved by ribbon wound about it and draped on one side in a series of soft loops. 

This probably is the outgrowth of the very successful Reboux hat—the little 
brimless satin hat with the shower of straight feathers falling from each side. 
This new turban type of hat is shown on the opposite page, at the lower left. 

The beret, too, that little hat that the Parisienne was so devoted to in past 
years, is being revived. It is particularly smart with the tailored suit, and is not 
so far removed in spirit from the cloche as to make one feel as if one were wearing 
a large fancy hat. A beret quite perfect in type is shown at the top of the 
opposite page. Its small proportions, its correct little plaited cocarde, are 
charming. 

Hats that show a decided Russian influence are now appearing in Paris. 
The foundation for this type of hat is invariably a tight crown; the brim turns 
up abruptly and is higher in the front than in the back. At the top of page 
fifty-five is a small satin hat from Maria Guy, designed to be worn with a 
dinner gown, a very good example of the Russian head-dress type of hat. The 
large crystal ornaments on each side of the crown emphasize the Russian idea. 
The gaily striped hat at the lower right on the same page shows a Russian in- 
fluence, too. It is as gay as a peasant’s head-dress, and has the same spreading 
wing effect at the sides that is typical of the great vividly decorated head-dress 
of the Russian peasant on gala days. Variations of this tiny hat with the 
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Another hat, not much more than a twist Paris is again wearing alittle beret with The cloche now has many new tricks of 
of black lacquered ribbon on a black its tailleur. Black satin and grosgrain. brim. One of beige Milan tips up in 
Bruck -Weiss. Hermance; imported by Betty and Ann. front and in back. 


irregular turned-up brim are the tricorne, of the type shown in the middle on 
page fifty-five, and the tiny felt beret shown at the upper left. 

These little irregular-brimmed hats are worn with metal ornaments in 
odd shapes attached to the brims, or display oddly shaped pins of marcasite, 
or of composition, studded with brilliants and pearls. Paddle-shaped 
pins, and even the arrow favored several seasons ago, are used on some of the 
newest hats. The double-headed pin is not now as smart as two pins, with 
marcasite or brilliant heads thrust into the crown. Metal monograms, either 
actual monograms or the equally smart synthetic ones, are worn instead of 
cocardes; just as a monogram and a bit of ribbon is all the ornament many of 
the new hats have. 

These monograms are particularly smart on the high-crowned type of hat 
Harper’s Bazar showed last September as being an alternative for the cloche. 
This hat is now undoubtedly smart. Unfortunately, it is a bit trying, and 
few women can wear it. 

The ‘“‘shingle’”’ has, of course, necessitated the small hat, short in the back, 
and fitting snugly against the neck where the aching void left by the shingle 
can cause a very ugly line if it is allowed to. Since new shingled heads appear in 
smart Paris every day, hats continue to be short in the back, like the cloche, 
regardless of what irregularity of brim occurs in front. 

One amusing and really very lovely idea is a ‘‘ bun” of metal ribbon at the nape 
of the neck of a new French hat. This gives the hat the silhouette achieved 
by wearing the hair coiled in the nape of the neck, since the hat is quite 
close-fitting—merely a tight crown. A hat of this type is shown on the op- 
posite page. 

It is a charming afternoon hat, and is very satisfactory to wear when dancing 
because it is almost as close to the head as one’s own fair hair. 
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NYTHING can happen in Monte Carlo, and 
most things do. 
Things happen, of course, at big, bright 
Nice on one side, and at gentle little Mentone on 
the other. But they happen because Monte Carlo 
is near. 

People come to Monte for every reason except one. 
Naturally, no one ever comes there for the purpose of 
gambling! 

Among other advantages, it is a good place for a 
man to visit in order (temporarily) to get rid of his 
wife; the sort of wife who’d rather stay at home in 
London or New York, eating chocolates and giving, 
or going to, teas where one plays bridge. This 
means a wife who is at least middle-aged, 
with several chins, and a liver which prohibits 
sea travel. 

Eugene Sandlands’ wife was like that. Once she 
had been a famous beauty, and men had (almost) 
broken their hearts for her, in a way men had in the 
good old times between, say, 1900 and 1914. Now, 
Eugene had happened to overhear one of those very 
men describe Florence to a flapper as ‘“‘all bust and 
pearls.” 

Eugene had given her the pearls in the days when 
he was still mad about her. God (she would have 
said if asked) had given her the bust, not to mention 
the chins; but really the chocolates and the things 
she ate at those bridge-teas had done the trick. 

Florence was forty-six and looked fifty. (She 
would have looked more, but at worst no woman 
ever looks more than fifty in these days. It is not 
done.) 

Eugene was fifty, and looked old enough to be his 
own father—though not Florence’s, because Wall 
Street had kept him thin. One of the several reasons 
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why he wanted to get away from her for a while was 
because Floss’s soul had become fatter than her 
body. She had long ago ceased to pretend an inter- 
est in him except as a provider of pearls, and so 
forth, and after twenty-three years of married mo- 
notony Eugene knew that he must escape for 
a while or scream. 

He chose Monte Carlo because the place had 
always seemed to him the heart of thrilling romance, 
and he had a vague longing for romance—also thrills. 


ELL, he’d arrived, on board one of those 

floating caravansaries that carry millionaires 
comfortably round the world. He had registered at 
the Hotel de Paris, and Monte Carlo was as beau- 
tiful as he had expected it to be. It was even more 
beautiful; but that, instead of making him happy, 
made him strangely sad. 

People seemed so young here, and so in love with 
each other! The women were so pretty, and they 
did not so much as glance at him. Walking in the 
blue twilight on the Casino terrace, the sea far below 
sighed in a sibilant whisper, ‘‘What has all your 
money and feverish work brought to you, poor old 
Eugene Sandlands of New York?” 

He had worked feverishly and made a million 
to begin with, in order to get Florence Fennell. He 
had loved her passionately, and no price had seemed 
too high to pay for her—then. She had been one of 
those expensive, orchid girls. You know the 
species. He had betrayed his best friend who was 
engaged to Florence at the time, and had grabbed 
her away from him. Even that had appeared worth 
while. He might perhaps have killed Bob Seymour, 
instead of merely cutting him out, if necessary. It 
hadn’t, however, been necessary. Eugene had 
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brought off a big coup which made the newspapers 
spout the usual potted stuff about a “‘ Young Napo- 
leon of Wall Street”’; and he had accomplished one 
or two other, more personal, “‘stunts.” Altogether 
Bob was left miles behind. Having lost Florence, 
Seymour disappeared, and New York forgot him. 
Eugene had been glad of this, because relations 
might have become rather strained between them 
at clubs and so on. He hadn’t thought of Bob for 
years now; but somehow or other he thought of him 
to-night. 

It had begun by wondering what would have 
happened to him in life, if he and not Seymour had 
lost Florence. 

He would have been desperate for a while, and 
then—who could tell? 

Look at all these exquisite creatures with the blue 
of the Southern twilight in their eyes, and the rose of 
lingering sunset on their delicate cheeks! Ina few 
years, fifteen or twenty at most, they would be more 
or less like Florence. The men who walked beside 
them on this flowery fragrant terrace, hanging on 
their words and glances, adoring their dimples and 
their eyelashes, would doubtless feel as he felt to- 
ward Florence; that is, they would if they married 
their adored ones. What intrigued Eugene Sand- 
lands was, how were the men affected who failed in 
love? How did Bob Seymour feel by this time, 
about what had apparently wrecked his youth? 

Sandlands fancied Bob pitifully aged, possi- 
bly ravaged by the drink to which despair had 
driven him. This picture wasn’t disagreeable 
because—when the beauty and youth of the world 
in its southern spring showed him his own heart 
he saw himself bitterly disappointed in life: and 
there was a mean, natural (Continued on page 94) 
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J. Pierpont Morgan’s “Corsair,” an impressive type of the 
ocean-going yacht, was put in commission for the winter sea- 
son in tropical waters, and is cruising about the West Indies. 


YACHTS NOW IN SOUTHERN WATERS 


NUSUAL activity has been evidenced this season in the 

number of yachts and house-boats chartered and of those 

made ready and gone southward, with their owners aboard. 
Among these Charles W. Armour’s Chieftain, William L. Elkins’ 
Pilgrim, William L. Mellon’s Vagabondia, Col. R. M. Thompson’s 
Everglades, Arthur Curtiss James’ Lansi, and the yachts illustrated 
represent the type of pleasure craft now in southern waters. Some 
few of the larger boats have taken the outside route in going South. 
Those less seaworthy and of light draft, that do not remain in the 
South the entire year, have been sent down with their crews by the 
canals and inside water-ways, and later joined by their owners. 
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(Above) William K. Vanderbilt's *‘Ara,’ the 
largest of the ocean-going Diesel yachts in this 
country, is also cruising in West Indian waters 





SPEED AND COMFORT 
VIE IN THE MOTOR 
YACHT AND HOUSE-BOAT 


(.L hove The interior of Caleb S. Bragg’s 
* Masquerader™ is typical of the conveniences 
now afforded in the more luxurious house-boats. 


Below) An airplane view of the “Mas 
gquerader > al anchor, in which her many win 
dows attest the excellent ventilation below dec) 


LeVICR 
(Above) The spacious decks of Col. E. H. R. Green's 
‘* Pioneer,” one of the larger type of motor yachts, 
make it especially well adapted for use in Florida. 
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_ I've been fighting the fire 


the look 


Hl! young man in the shabby khaki outfit 

paused a moment when he came in sight of 

Wisden, Wisden the multimillionaire, con- 
troller of many destinies and master of the economic 
fate of thousands. 

For the moment Wisden was not exhibiting that 
magnificently calm demeanor which had made him 
famous in a hundred financial campaigns. He strode 
along the marble terrace of his great house looking 
down from the heights above Santa Barbara Bay 
and made strange gestures. Now and again he 
paused in his pacing to address remarks to God and 
man. 

The watching one in khaki had shrunk into the 
shelter of an ornamental shrub. It did not seem a 
favorable moment for what he had come to ask. 
{t was while Wisden turned to shake his fist in 
another direction that he 
caught sight of the in- 
truder. On principle Wis 
den hated strangers. It 
occurred to him that this 
unknown had _ perceived 
him at a moment when 
he was not wholly master 
of himself. The sugges 
tion exasperated him. 
Wisden was tall, ungainly, 
but distinguished in ap- 
pearance. One look at 
the massive head and 
flashing eyes determined 
that. He bent upon the 
hesitating trespasser his 
most malevolent glance. 

‘“Come here,” he com 
manded. 


HE young man in 
khaki limped as he 
walked. He had_ the 
strained look of one whose 
physical strength was al- 
most exhausted. But 
Wisden was quite cer 
tain that, limping or 
dead-beat, the stranger 
was trying to hide a 
smile. 
“Who are you?” Wis- 
den demanded. 
“T’ve been answering 
to the name of ‘Blisters’ 
for the last three days. 


ind I’m about all in.” 
Wisden remembered 
that the Tejon division of 
the Santa Barbara Na- 
tional Forest had been 


“Klaine 
Gavin was watch- 
ing her jealously. By WyNDHAM 
She hoped he saw 


upon the stranger.” 


Atnr — 


**Come on, Suet,’ said Talbot. 


LAUGHS 


In the 





knew 


she bent 


blazing fora week. Even now the air was pungent 
with the stinging smoke. 

“What do you want?” 

“T thought—” the young man began. 

Wisden interrupted him. ‘That I might give 
you a job. I attend to business at my offices. 
They are situated in New York, Chicago, London, 
and Paris. Choose your branch, make an appoint- 
ment and some one of my secretaries will no doubt 
talk with you.” 

“You don’t quite get my meaning,” said Blisters 
“What I wanted—”’ 

“Was the direction to Santa Barbara. If you go 
down the drive for half a mile you will find the 
State highway. It is free to all. For the present—”’ 
Wisden seemed at a loss for a word, “‘ I’m busy.” 

There was no doubting Blisters’ amusemert now. 
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‘Hit me and get it over.’ ” 
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Despite fatigue his blue eyes twinkled. “Yes, I 
saw you being busy,”’ he answered. 

A fit of rage swept over the capitalist. He was 
being laughed at. He had been unmasked. What 
a story for the New York papers! 

He stepped down from the terrace and came to 
the trespasser’s side. ** Will you go quietly or shall 
my gardeners eject you?” 

Still the stranger smiled and made no move. 
With greater force than he knew, Wisden seized 
him by the arms and spun him around. Blisters 
tottered and fell. He did not rise. 

“My God!” Wisden cried. ‘*What a brute J’ve 
been. He has fainted.” 

He carried the unconscious man into a library 
leading from the terrace and poured old cognac 
between his lips. Wisden’s instincts were kindly, 
but too many had made 
elaborate plots to gain his 
sympathy to make him 
anything but suspicious 
of strangers. He waited 
anxiously while the tired 
heart took its needed rest. 

“T apologize,” he said, 
when Blisters’ eyes 
opened. ‘I had no idea 
you were all in. Why, 
man, you're badly burned. 
It was brutal of me!” 
He took out some bills. 
“Please accept this. I 
shall feel most uncom- 
fortable if you don’t.” 


LISTERS sat up. He 

was himself again. 
“Thanks,” he said, “but 
I don’t care to take it 
that way. I came to ask 
something, but it was not 
money.” 

“Ask anything you 
like,’ Wisden returned 
recklessly. He wondered 
why the other smiled. 

“Td like to know,” 
said Blisters, ‘“‘whom you 
were damning so whole- 
heartedly.” 

“Sit there,’ Wisden 
commanded. He wheeled 
the chaise-longue to the 
big window. ‘‘There he 
is for himself, since you 
want to know.” 

Blisters looked out 
over a fair prospect of 
lawns, bridle path, and 
mountain. A mile away 
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“Gavin Norcross was explaining that his pony had been too loosely bitted, making guidance impossible.” 


he could see two riders, a man and a girl, cantering 
toward him. 

That,” said Wisden, working himself into a new 
fury, ‘“‘is the celebrated, the notorious, the fascinat- 
ing Gavin Norcross, the utterly contemptible 
Norcross who has decided to become my son-in-law. 
Men in your walk of life do not meet the Norcross 
type, so take your fill now. He will pass along this 
path in a few minutes.” 

‘Why not let him become your son-in-law, if he 
is so remarkable?” 

‘Let him!’’ Wisden cried. ‘‘Do you suppose, 
since my daughter likes him, that I have a deciding 
vote? He needs money and he knows Elaine will 
have what I possess.” 

Cut her off with a cent,” said Blisters judicially. 

“That's what I ought to do.’’ Wisden was silent 
foramoment. ‘I see my duty and I do not measure 
up to it. I have no wife, and my son is dead. She 
knows I shall never let her suffer. My weakness is 
her strength.” 


HE man in khaki looked at him with a smile. 

But there was contempt in it now. *‘So you con- 
tent yourself with prancing up and down the terrace 
shaking your fist. I thought you financiers were 
made of harder stuff. I'll go back to my own class 
in my ‘own walk of life,’ with new ideas of how 
parents behave in yours. You've taken a dislike to 
this Norcross, so you don’t want your girl to marry 
him.” 

Wisden shook his head. He did not seem to be 
offended. ‘It’s more than that. You may be sure 
when I saw he had attracted my daughter I had 
him investigated. I have every one investigated. 
He is all he claims to be. He dances superbly and 
is an admirable polo player. My investigators 
told me much of what I wanted to know, but not 
all. Where women are concerned he had been 
discreet, but enough leaked out to confirm my 
suspicions. I hinted as much to Elaine. She said 
he had made a clean breast of it and told her love 
regenerated all. She believed him.” 

“Why not? These things happen.” ; 

“I know men,” Wisden retorted. “It’s my 
profession.”” He paused a moment. ‘‘When she 
first brought him to me he knew I could see into the 
mire that was his soul. He laughed at me. You 


see, young man, Gavin Norcross is a modern. No 
such stupidity with him as to ask a father’s consent. 
His system is to make the girl fond of him and let 
her fight the battle for him. 


Simpler and subtler.” 


Blisters looked at Wisden with greater respect. 
There was something rather tragic in the 
confession of defeat in a man who stood for 
dominance and aggression wherever capital fought 
with capital. 

‘Are you sure,” he asked, ‘‘that your prejudice 
isn’t blinding you?” 

“*IT know much more about him than I could tell 
my girl or you. Here they are. Look at him and 
tell me what impression he makes.”’ Within a few 
yards of the window the two rode. 

‘“A peach,” cried Blisters with enthusiasm. 
“Positively the prettiest girl I have ever seen.” 

“You are talking,’ observed Wisden in his most 
distant manner, “‘of my daughter.” 

“That's what staggers me,” said Blisters. ‘‘He 
sits a horse well,’ he continued, ‘“‘but how are you 
to judge whether he is a good polo player? When 
did you ever find time to throw a leg across a polo 
pony?” 

“*Never,’’ said Wisden acidly, “nor ever shall, but 
there are infallible rules for determining the ex- 
cellence of a man’s polo. You may not know that 
each good player has a goal handicap. This is 
probably lost on you, but Norcross is a four-goal 
man.” 

‘Perhaps there are such guides for determining 
a dancer’s status?” 

“Of course not. My informant in this case is 
Miss Wisden. She declares he is the best dancer 
she ever met.” 


LISTERS digested this information in silence. 
‘*He’s a good bit older than she.”’ 

‘*So you did spare time to glance at him?”’ 

“IT don’t miss much,” Blisters said cryptically. 
“T suppose she’s one of those girls who admire good 
dancing and sports generally?” 

Wisden nodded his massive head. “The curse of 
modernity is on her and her set. To her I seem old 
and remote enough to have been at school with 
Washington or witnessed the launching of the Ark. 
She never meets my arguments with reason. Ridi- 
cule is the weapon of the younger set.” He mused 
a little, ‘And yet, in her way, I believe she loves 
me.” 

Perhaps because his own reflections led him into 
a nobler train of thought Wisden did not see that 
his visitor was also thinking. 

“You were saying a little time back,” said Blisters, 
presently, “‘that you were a judge of character. 
What do you make of me?” 





** \ simple type,”’ the financier retorted. ‘Honest, 
faithful and, now there is color in your cheeks, not a 
bad-looking lad. That chin, in conjunction with 
your short, straight nose, means determination or 
pig-headedness. This depends on whether the 
physiognomist be friend or foe. You have fighting 
eyes. Perhaps you are not so simple as I thought. 
Essentially you are a man’s man, and yet I am not 
sure that most women would not be interested in 
you. If you had come to me for a job I should have 
accepted you.” 

“Tt may be I have come for a job after all.” 
They all 


\ ISDEN groaned. ‘I thought so. 


do.’ He began to realize that he had given 
greater confidence to this young man than he 


stranger before. He 
Blisters 


had ever volunteered to a 
drew himself up to his stately height. 
understood the interview was over. 

“T don’t want the sort of job you think any more 
than I do your money. The proposition I have in 
mind helps you as much as it does me—more: 
perhaps. Now you’ve said your daughter is simply 
crazy about dancing.” 

“We will leave Miss Wisden out of this, if you 
please.” 

‘*But I don’t please. She’s necessary. From 
what you’ve said I take it this Norcross’s chief 
attraction is that he makes the ideal dancing part- 
ner. I’ve never admitted this to a soul, Mr. Wisden, 
but I’m probably as good a dancer as any man 
living. I danced my way through college. I’ve 
danced in competition with professionals and beaten 
them at their own game. It’s the only indoor sport 
I’ve ever studied thoroughly.” 

“Your confidences as a dancing master are in- 
teresting,’ Wisden said suavely, ‘but hardly im- 
portant to me.” 

“They will be if you listen. This is the idea. 
You let me stay here for a week and I'll engage to 
outdance this Norcross. He will be jealous. That 
will lead to complications if your girl has any of 
your domineering ways about her. I'll engineer as 
pretty a quarrel between them as you like. I shall 
enjoy it. I shall be enthusiastic about it.” 

Wisden looked keenly at the stranger. It 
was lamentably true that Elaine would have none 
about her who could not dance well. What was 
in the head mattered little so long as they had 
brains in their heels. Wisden knew the proposition 
of this confident lad in khaki should be turned down 
instantly as absurd. Yet (Continued on page 112) 
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RUTH ST. DENIS 


The intricate nautch dances of India, with their amazing postur- 
ings and attitudes, their weavings and swayings, their delicate shades 
of motion, are interpreted by the long avid extraordinarily lovely 
person of Ruth St. Denis. In order to perfect her technique in 
these dances, Miss St. Denis studied the religious traditions and 
ceremonies of India, and the myriad phases of the temple dances. 
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TURNED 


INSIDE 


OUT 


It is Not Enough for a Costume to be Correct from Head 


to Heel; It Must be Correct in Every Unseen 


or no lingerie; but that little adds to or de- 
tracts immeasurably from the total effect of 
the complete costume. Women, well dressed in 
every other respect, frequently spoil the effect of a 
toilette by neglecting the hidden accessories. There 
will be a refractory undervest, straight-necked 
when it should be V-shaped and constantly 
protruding above the décolletage or sliding down 
to form an ugly bunch around the waist; or an 
undervest not rounded out beneath the arm to 
fit the sleeveless evening gown. Or there will be 
an underslip of satin which should have had 
chiffon insets at the sides for a gown slit to the 
knees; or a bodice scarcely more than a breath 
of chiffon, which clings unbecomingly because 
of the omission of a brassiére or corset. 


|: IS perfectly true that to-day women wear little 


HE problem of being correctly dressed 

beneath the evening gown is the most 
difficult, for the gown is so brief and so diaph- 
anous, so cut down and slit up, that the question 
of not having the lingerie show becomes mad- 
dening. There is the gown that is cut straight 
across the neck and shoulders, with the sleeves 
off the shoulders, not permitting the use of 
straps on the underwear; and the gown that has 
but one shoulder-strap or straps so narrow that 
they will not cover a lingerie strap. There are 
several ways of overcoming these difficulties. 
Some of the dressmakers sew a tiny brassiére 
inside the evening gown, one cut to fit it exactly; 
or one may snap the undervest and brassiére into 
the dress; or use a tiny silk cord as a lingerie 
shoulder-strap and draw it through loops in the 
shoulder-strap of the dress; or, last of all, use a 
strapless brassiére, such as that shown on page 
sixty-nine, which stays in place by virtue of 
its snug fit. The undervest may be snapped 
to this, and the underslip to the gown. On 
pages sixty-eight and sixty-nine are shown 
two complete sets of underthings, appropri- 
ate for the costumes illustrated. On page 
sixty-eight is shown a set consisting of a 
cobwebby silk undervest, an embroidered white 
velvet corset, a brassiére of lace and net, a 


Detail from Undervest to Camisole 
By Marte Lyons 


pair of white crépe de Chine and lace drawers, and 
a matching underslip—all strapless and cut for a 
sleeveless evening gown V-shaped in the back. Of 
course, few women would want to wear all of these 
garments at one time. Some will dispense either 
with the corset or with the brassiére, and with 
many gowns the underslip will not be necessary. 
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In light crépe de Chine this dress and little 
cape is a costume for a summer or a summer- 
in-winter resort; in cloth, a street suit for 
town. Two suits on this page from Bendel. 


On page sixty-nine is shown another arrange- 
ment—embroidered undervest, cut out deeply under 
the arms (as are all the garments in this set to 
suit the sleeveless gown with which they are to be 
worn), a rose chiffon corset, an embroidered rose 
satin brassiére (strapless, fitting very snugly, and 
tapering almost to nothing in the back), a rose crépe 

and cream lace combination with a narrow 

strap which is tied into the dress by little rib- 
bons on the shoulder-straps of the dress, and a 
matching petticoat. 

The problem for afternoon is not so difficult, 
although, with the smooth, slim silhouette of 
the day, by no means easy. s no woman who is 
not slim can possibly hope to look smart, it is 
only necessary to consider the corseting of those 
who require the least corseting possible. We have 
no interest in the woman who allows herself to 
become stout; she is beyond the pale. There 
is hope for the ugly, but none for the stout. 


TOT a break in the slim, smooth line of the 
body must be revealed through the gown. 

As there is no bust-line and no waist-line in the 
straight dress of the day, there must be none in 
the undergarments. An excellent arrangement 
to avoid any break in line is the combination 
corset and brassiére shown at the left on page 
seventy allin one garment. It goes straight from 
shoulder to hip without a break and assures a 
perfect line for the dress. The second arrange- 
ment shows a corset and brassiére to match, the 
latter pulled well down over the top of the corset 
to assure an unbroken line. This is an exquisite - 
set of pink satin with painted flowers and crystal 
buttons. The corset buttons on the side, and 
the brassiére has a rubber insert for expansion. 
If a corset is required for active sports, that 
shown on page sixty-seven of tricot, with little 
printed designs in gay colors on a blue or pink 
background, is very good; or the other, in plain 
pink tricot with a figured brocade strip in the 
front, would also be excellent. Either of these 
corsets is also suitable for the so-called sports 
costume, purely decorative, which never partici- 
pates in anything more strenuous than a stroll. 
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A SPORTS COSTUME COMPLETE FROM CLOCHE TO OXFORD 


One of those miraculously simple costumes which is at one end of the 

very long bow Lanvin draws, her elaborate period gowns being the 

other extreme. This is of reseda green homespun with a green satin 

blouse outlined at the neck in shades of henna, black, and gold braid; 

the jacket has a skunk collar and cuffs. The cloche is of henna 

Posed by felt, the oxfords of brown suéde and brown calf. The lingerie oppo- 
LEONORA HUGHES site shows the foundation on which this impeccable result is built. 


Lanvin costume 
imported by 
HENRI BENDEL 
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(Right) This garment 
ts a combination bras- 
stére and petticoat of 
crépe de Chine, slit at 
the side-front for freedom. 
See 
PB Bh 
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(Above) Front - laced Y | 
pink tricot corset with j 
printed bouquets in gay ; } | 
colors. Brassiére of pink | 
satin, shirred upthe front. => | “a 
(Right) Chemise and | | 
drawers of fine white . or ] 
lawn with drawn-work, 
the ideal lingerie for 
morning or sports wear. 
| 
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Perugia model of whit 
kid with appliqué of kid 
in a contrasting color. 
White silk stocking with 
half-inch colored clock. 


embroidery on lawn. 
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(Right) Sports girdle of 
pink tricot, slightly boned 
to prevent 
with a front insert of 


pink 


wrinkling, 


jigured brocade. 
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For the tailored suit is a camisole of filet lace and 


Corsets and brassiéres from 


Madame Irene. Lingerie from Grande Maison de Blanc. 
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(Left) Of fine white 





lawn or crépe de Chine 
with delicate drawn-work 
is this sports underwear 

—drawers and chemtse. 


THE 
OF 
SPORTS 


FOUNDATION 
THE CORRECT 


COSTUME 





With this oxford is worn 
a stocking of French lisle, 


flesh color, clocked in 
color. Shoes and stock- 
ings from I. Miller. 
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An evening gow? with a long 
waist embroidered in pearls, 
ad black chiffon skirt over 
fuchsia satin, and long 
shoulder-straps and sash. 


Wrap of fuchsia chiffon with 
two capes and a collar of 
matching roses; palm-leaf 
fun, fuchsia ostrich on 
one side, black on the other. 


Posed by 
HELEN LYONS 


HOOCLLG, 
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This set is for a dress not permitting 
shoulder-straps, and cut low in back. 
The undervest is woven in checks; the 
corset is of white velvet with a deli- 
cate silk embroidery in many colors. 


The snug brassiere of net and lace needs 
no shoulder-straps. The drawers and oe 
. a ae Evening costumes 
underslip are of crépe de Chine and 
aig = a 11 2 on both pages 
exquisite lace. ( orsels and brassiéres imported by 
on both pages from Madame Trene. HENRI BENDEL 


The slippers are one of Perugia’s 
smartest designs in silver and black — ease ans ata 
brocade with an appliqué of silver kid AN EXQUISITE COSTUME 


for trimming. Slippers and stockings vere a ere ee 7 mos 
on both pages imported by IT. Miller. Lan ITS IN VISI BLE ACCESSORI ES 
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A complete suit of under- 
things for the accompany- 
ing gown. The embroidered 
crépe undervest is deeply 
rounded under the arms. 


An exquisite corset of rose 
chiffon over silk buckles on 
the side. The brassiere stays 
in place through its snug 
fit; inte it snaps'the undervest. 


Combination and petticoat of 
crépe and lace with shoulder- 
straps to tie into the dress; 
lingerie on both pages from 
Grande Maison de Blanc. 





Perugia slipper of silver brocade 
with silver cord loops and rhine- 
stone ball; French silk stocking. 
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EVENING COSTUME TURNED INSIDE 


TO SHOW ITS HIDDEN PERFECTION 


A perfect costume, carefully planned to the last invisible detail which 
contributes to its perfection, is this consisting of a gown of pale yellow 
moire, a long matching cape filmed with exquisite black lace, a palm- 
leaf fan, apple-green ostrich on one side and yellow on the other, and 
earrings of alternating black and white pearls, two inches long. 


The Rolande gown in back is an unbroken sheath of the moire, but in 
front has a deep ruffle of matching tulle—one of those simple, inex- 
plicable gowns that is just right and excessively chic without being in 
any way extraordinary. The accompanying underthings are cut 
extremely low in back in deference to the deep U-shaped décolletage. 
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WADAM is 
“hemise and drawers 
with green piping and 
ppliqué of green and 
‘ed crépe poppies. 
Slip of white Geor- 
velle crépe with silk 

oe 


d jour and duchesse 
ind rose point lace. 
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Corset and 














are combined tn one 
gurment to assure ai 


unbroken line beneath. 








Perugia formal afternoon shoe of 
black suéde with vamp and appli- 


qué design in bla patent leather. 
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WHERE THE 
CORRECTNESS OF A 


COSTUME BEGINS 


OT so very many seasons ago a complete 
N set of underwear, including a corset, 
was worn even with evening dress. 
Now a woman often wears only two, some- 
times only one garment beneath a_ dress. 
That is frequently all that the evening gown, 
with its own slip and possibly its own brassiére 
attached, will admit. When figures are young 
to the point where they need no corsets, it is 
folly to clutter their slim, unbroken lines with 
underwear. It is ridiculous to pretend that a 
corset will improve a perfect figure—or even a 
very good one. It is only when through age, 
lack of exercise, or self-indulgence, a figure loses 
its lines that it needs a corset. But most fig- 
ures, unfortunately, are in need of this corrective. 
For those who need the least corseting pos- 
sible, and desire lingerie of the utmost brevity 
and lightness, these models were selected. 
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Lingerie from lee 
GRANDE MAISON 
sa lalaaiatecdigaosemamemanalictnmaiaie DE BLAN( 
Chemise and drawers 
of rose Georgelle with 
footing of black net in 
plaids and for border. 
(Below) Pink satin cor- 
set and matching bras- 
sitre; painted flowers 
and crystal buttons. 
: 
j 
' 
Shoes in this 
section from 
lr. MIELER 
Zt — 
— iy 1 
orate 15 IEE bY 
Perugia dress model that comes in 
various shades of kid. to suit the 
gown with which it is to be worn. 
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Costumes patented by FRANCES CLYNE 
MAY. CHANGE IDENTITY 


WITH A SCARF 


COSTUME 


(Left) A dress becomes a correct street costume by the simple device of attaching a 
scarf to it. This black crépe marocain model from Lenief is made gorgeous with 
Beauvais embroidery. Black cloche and black slippers complete its perfection. 
Scarf costumes are to be a notable feature in spring fashions. This costume con- 
sists of a henna-colored crépe dress and a beige silk coat with henna scarfs and 
The dress is embroidered in wool and silks in many dull shades. 


ermine collar. 
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LAIRE ENDICOTT, motherless child of 
Robert Endicott, a wealt hy owner of « opper 
mines, has at the age of twenty reached 

that stage of utter sophistication which borders on 
the alarming. Her father, shocked at the situation, 
decides to show her a glimpse of real life and takes 
her to his mining camp far north near the Arctic 
Circk There he leaves her in the care of Shomer 
Grimshaw, a young engineer and boss of the camp. 

Grimshaw thoroughly disapproves of his em 
plover’s daughter's presence in camp. Particularly 
he warns her against Barrier Lake where the 
vaters, suddenly opening into a canyon, rush un 
expectedly down into a series of rapids. Deliber- 
ately she disobeys him by going out in a canoe. 
Grimshaw, seeing her danger, jumps into a boat 
trying to rescue her, but only a miracle saves them 
from actual death. They are flung ashore in an un 
charted wilderness without food, fire, clothing or 
shelter. Grimshaw, however, manages to construct 
a rude hut, devise clothing, and even make fire by 
means of friction. By his skill as a hunter and inge- 
nuity as a woodsman they are able to sustain life. 

For countless weeks, as the seasons steadily ad 
vance toward winter, they work side by side, build 
ing a forge, a pottery kiln, a more permanent cabin; 
hunting and trapping ana storing away food for the 
winter months, since there seems no prospect of 
their making the long river journey toward civiliza 
tion until the following summer 

One day, while Grimshaw is at work improving 
the camp, Claire, who has constantly grown more 
self-reliant under his teaching, wanders off in the 
woods alone. While trailing a marten that she has 
\t first, she is only slightly 
alarmed, feeling certain that her sense of direction 
will guide her back again, but after wandering in 
vain, as night approaches, she realizes that she is 
hopelessly lost. She constructs a rude pukivan of 
roots and boughs as a shelter for the night. A 
great feeling of loneliness sweeps over her and she 
can not rest; but somewhere in the wilderness is 
the man who of all the world she would rather see, 


shot, she loses her way. 
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and gradually, with the comforting thought that he 
may find her, she falls asleep. 

Grimshaw does indeed set out in quest of her 
immediately. He trails her over hills, along river 
beds, and through forests, day after day, calling and 
searching, but in vain. At the end of the fifth day 
he notices footprints at the edge of a treacherous 
bog or muskeg. He travels through the quagmire 
until it is safe to go no further, and there he dis- 
covers Claire's wolfskin turban lying on the edge of 
the bubbling mire. Hope goes out of himas he sees it, 
and he realizes, now that she is lost to him, how much 
he has come to care for his wilderness camp-mate. 


FirtnH Part 


N ARSHALING the fragments of woodcraft 
1 she had gleaned from her camp-mate, Claire 
made her rock-side puhivan a headquarters from 
which day by day she blazed trails at different 
directions into the forest. On the sixth day of her 
exile, advancing along a trail which looked the most 
promising, she came unexpectedly out on a river 
where she saw a moose standing knee-deep in the 
water. She paid scant attention to this animal as it 
fed on the lily-pads about it. She was more im- 
pressed by the fact that the river before her was 
reassuringly similar in size and appearance to the 
stream on which she and Grimshaw had built their 
cabin. So she turned sharply to the left, making her 
way up-stream along the broken timber slopes, 
sometimes skirting the stream-edge and sometimes 
circling about cut-banks that rose sheer from the 
current. She fought her way on, mile by mile, 
torn between hope and fatigue. 

When she felt that she could go no further she sat 
wearily down ona boulder of granite. Her morosely 
roving eye, as she sat there, wandered on to the 
stump of a small birch, which had plainly been cut 
off with an ax. She stared at it heavily, remember- 
ing that she herself had not passed that way of late. 
It came home to her, slowly, that that timber must 
have been cut by Grimshaw. And in that case she 
must be within striking distance of their cabin. 

Her lethargy vanished at a stroke. She started 
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up, With a crazy quickening of the pulse, running 
from point to point where she saw evidences of her 
camp-mate’s activities. He had cut timber there- 
about, to build one of his lower river fish-traps. 
And along the trail, near by, were a number of rab- 
bit-snares, with a dead hare swinging from one of 
the twitch-ups. That meant she had blundered 
back into home territory, that she was within strik- 
ing distance of one of the forest trails leading to the 
cabin, to the comrade awaiting her there, to delivery 
from the loneliness that had threatened to take her 
very reason from her. 

She started to work her way up the broken river- 
path, oddly revived, almost light-footed again. She 
called aloud, from time to time, not despairingly, 
but elatedly, jubilantly, making the wooded hills 
reecho with her triumphant halloo. She got no 
answer to that challengingly glad call, but silence 
did not depress her, remembering as she did that 
Grimshaw was probably out on the trail in search of 
her. She could see still further signs of his labors 
along the shore, his footmarks in the bank-mud, his 
tree-blazes at every turn in the narrow path. She 
came to a heap of ashes where on one of their wider 
excursions they had once built a fire. She came to 
the blind he had built at the caribou crossing. And 
she knew then there could be no mistaking the way. 
She was heading for home. She was once more on 
familiar ground. She was no longer a forest wan- 
derer uncertain of her way. She was winning back 
to her mate. 

She no longer called aloud as she pressed on. She 
had a longing to hug the secret of her return, to 
treasure it to the last moment, to taste the savor of 
it to the full. She dramatized that final moment 
when she should appear suddenly before Grimshaw 
as he stepped heavy-eyed to the cabin door. She 
pictured a moment of disbelief on his face, followed 
by a cry of gratefulness. She even imagined him as 
reaching out his two great arms to her and enclosing 
her, contentedly, in their clasp, as crushing her tired 
body to his leather-clad breast and surrendering to a 
feeling which he had so long and so studiously 
repressed. 

Her heart beat high as she came to a turn in the 
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path and caught a glimpse of the cove-sand that 
held their lodge. Her knees became slightly tremu- 
lous as she half-ran down the sloping trail, worn 
smooth by the coming and going of his moccasined 
feet. .\ pain grew about her heart as she came with- 
in sight of the cabin itself. There was no smoke 
going up from its squat stone chimney. There was 
no movement about the dooryard. But everything 
stood there as she had left it, the bark-roofed forge, 
the fuel-pile, the stretching-frames, the smoke- 
racks, the stage for holding furs, the stone storeroom 
under the shoulder of the rock. They were there, 
the same as ever. They lay before her, crowned 
with a misty halo of loveliness, blurred in outline by 
the foolish tears which she could not keep from her 
eyes. 


HE stopped for a moment, to obtain better con- 

trol of herself. Her camp-mate, she remem- 
bered, was not given to emotionalism. And she 
must be self-contained, quiet and self-contained, as 
he himself would be at such a moment. So she 
swallowed hard, trying to get rid of the lump in her 
throat as she rounded the path into the cove and 





trodden dooryard. She could 


stepped across the 
hear her own heart beating as she raised her hand to 


push open the door. .\ great deal had happened to 
her, in that immediate neighborhood. She had been 
close to death there, and had been snatched back by 
a timely hand; she had forgotten all her own world, 
and had learned to look with steady eye on a new 
one; she had been humbled by her uncounted weak- 
nesses, and had learned to take pride in the gathering 
of a new strength; she had been confronted by 
desolation, and had found that loneliness was not a 
thing to be afraid of. 

She held her breath as she opened the door, 
which swung back heavily, creakingly, in answer to 
her weight. Then her breast filled and emptied 
itself as her widened eyes stared about the narrow 
room. 

It was empty. 

She crossed to the hearth, and thrust her fingers 
deep into the ashes that lay there. They were cold, 
cold to the core. 

That, she knew, meant that no fire had burned 
there that day. Her heart sank, in spite of all her 
resolution, as she turned and once more inspected 
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“Em not afraid, Claire 
told Grimshaw very quietly, 
us she lifted his fallen arm 
and placed it across her 
shoulder and directed him 
slowly, step by step.” 


the room. It was as neat as a ship’s cabin, with 
everything orderly, everything in place. But about 
it was an air of the valedictory which she could not 
quite decipher. She crossed to the door, and looked 
out. Twice she called aloud, before turning back 
to the shadowy room. Then she remembered that 
perhaps there might be a message for her, so she 
went over the cabin, point by point, in search of 
some sign that Grimshaw might have left. But 
there was none. 


HE sat down, tight-lipped, to think things over. 


There was, after all, nothing to become tragic 
about. Grimshaw, naturally, was out on the trail 


in search of her. He was where any real man would 
be, under such circumstances. And in due time he 
would return. He was a master-woodsman, sure of 
himself in any such surroundings, and even that 
night, or the next, or the next, he might head back 
to make sure if she had returned or not. 

So, in the meantime, it was her duty to carry on. 
She must maintain their lodge as he would like it 
maintained. She must do her part, no matter 
what happened, she reminded (Continued on page 82) 
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COSTUMES FOR THE 





TRANSITION FROM 


WINTER TO SPRING 








BONWIT TELLER 


1 tubular frock of green Premet’s frock combines A sports frock of a Rodier 
satin-back crépe has a Chi- black kasha cloth, white woolen fabric in yellow, 
nese collar and full sieeves. kasha cloth, and metal mesh. woven with red and black. 
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A street frock of dark blue piquetine has a band of blue crépe, 

embroidered in metal. From Jay-Thorpe. A plaid coat- 

dress ts trimmed with white piqué. From Muceller-Graeves. 

Each spring introduces its vouthful tailleur. One of blue rep, A clinging gown of green lamé, 

from Abercrombie and Fitch. has a white vestee. From with flat back and full apron 


Jay-Thor pe is a coat-dress of coppery brown Rodier fabric panel. Imported by Bonwit Teller. 









One of the most effective costumes that has been shown so 
for early spring is of beige crépe de Chine, with lines of 


n and brick red embroidery on the cape. From Dobbs. 
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-L spring street frock 
alpaca, designed by 


haus a piqué 





of 





beige bound 


Patou, 





vest, 








Frock and ca pe of white twill, 


and 


in black, designed by Ras. 


FRANKLIN 
Prick red rep, trimmed with 
navy, is used for Deuillet’s 
street 


monogrammed 


three-piece costume. 
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A simple evening frock of peach- 
colored crépe with a girdle of 


rubies. Designed by Miler Swurs. 





Miler Sewurs’ “carnation dress,” * 
rose embroidery on black. Models 
imported by Franklin Simon. < 























A black satin dinner frock, draped 
slightly over one hip, is embroidered 
with a bird motif in dull colors. 


(Above, right) 
dunce frock, from 


A fluffy, youthful 
Callot, that 
combines beige and amber chiffon. 





(Right) Hat of green felt and silver 
ribbon, designed by Lanvin. Ro- 
dier scarf of several vivid colors. 
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The circular yoke gives a Chinese 
atmosphere to a French wrap of 
rose velvet embroidered in steel. 


Imported by 


BONWIT TELLER 
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It’s such a very useful thing 
I feel like going out to sing: 
“This Campbell’s Soup has food so real 


You'll make it often your whole meal!’’ 














A soup the housekeeper always 
has on hand 





To serve as the principal 
dish of many a meal 





Campbell’s Vegetable Soup wins the 
special gratitude of the woman who plans 
the meals. 


It’s a soup so tempting to the taste and 
so delightfully hearty that it is frequently 
sufficient to serve as the meal’s chief dish. 





At luncheon or supper it is often the food 
you most desire. Its heartiness is a distinct 
addition to any dinner. 


| When the children come home from school 
you could give them nothing better than 
Campbell’s Vegetable Soup, and at supper 





: : : é ; Yr. CA D 
time it offers them the ideal combination— ¥ “EBELL SOUP CS 


enough but not too much. 





Luncheon 21 kinds 
Dinner Supper 12 cents a can 
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READS’—it you wish your taste for 
beauty to find its full expression. It will 
be a delight to your eye, an allurement to 
your sense of touch to visit the smart 
stores where Reads’ Fabrics are on display. 
Here may be seen, either in the garment 
or in the piece, the latest conceptions in 
Reads’\—the lovely new shades and 
weaves for Spring—the artist’s creations 
in worsteds which even Paris has been 
known to imitate. 


Looms: Philadelphia 
Paris 
101 Rue Réaumur 


Everything fashtonable in “fine Worsteds 


New Yor« 
212 Fifth Avenue 












PHILADELPHIA 





Look for this trademark stamped inside the fabric 
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Arnold Bennett’s 
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Story 


(Concluded from page 41) 


dear. I simply had to. I was late as it was. 
Five past four.” 

‘Then you might as well have stayed, if you 
didn't see the lawyer. I specially asked you to 
stay. I was choosing a dress for you. 

“T did see him. He had a telegram from 
Brussels saying that he needn't go there till 
to-morrow. So I had over an hour with him— 
fortunately.” 

“T knew it would be all right!” said Lydia 
harshly. ‘‘You’re always worrying about 
nothing. You see, you might just as well 
have stayed with me. 

lalf a second,” said Andrew. “And I 
ileal at least ten minutes! No notion of 
time whatever! And why should I have 
waited?"’ But he did not say this aloud. He, 
the important, clever, hard solicitor, dared not. 

She continued in the same ruthless vein. 
Annette bent her head and blushed. 

Then Lydia’s brow smoothed itself out. 

“No use spoiling our evening,” she said, 
and laughed charmingly; and out they went to 
dinner, leaving Annette behind. 

The next day Andrew returned to London. 
And London seemed to be nothing but a gigan 
tic congeries of resplendent shops given up to 
the beautifying of women. It was amazing; 
it was overwhelming. The whole round earth 
revolved in order to perfect the lure of femi- 
nine elegance and charm. 

“Curse them!” breathed Andrew. ‘They 
look as though they were conferring a great 
favor on us by being alive at all. Anyhow, 
she does! W hy wo 

And he began to doubt whether such divine 
creatures as Lydia, so lovely, so marvelous, so 
finished, so fragile, so complex, so exacting, 
could be quite a suitable diet for the human 
male's daily food. 


WO months later. It was a Saturday, and 

Lydia had a luncheon appointment with 
Andrew at the Arlington Hotel, Piccadilly, for 
one-thirty. She arrived at one forty-three, 
after a heavy morning. She had been dancing 
till 2 A. Mm. (extension night at the Legation 
Club) with:Andrew and others; and so quite 
naturally and properly she had wakened 
late. Then there was the visit of her new 
Swedish masseur, who was doing her good, 
but who had annoyed her by warning her 
against aspirin, brandy, rouge, powder, cock- 
tails, and other matters, saying firmly in an 
impressive foreign accent that they would 
each and all age her. Then, of course, she 
had to read a little about the construction of 
the atom, about the effect of birth-control on 
the welfare of a nation, and about the most 
recent phenomena of spirit communications 
with another world. Further, her Sealyham 
was indisposed. Then she had a lot of tele- 
phoning—appointments with her crystal- 
gazer or soothsayer, three appointments in 
Bond Street, about her face, her brassiéres 
and her instep. But perhaps the chief tele- 
phoning was to make arrangements with a 
high legal functionary for a seat at the great 
murder trial in the following week. 

It was indeed rather marvelous that after 
such a morning (a not unusual sort of morning 
for her) she should arrive at the Arlington at 
all. She was only thirteen minutes late (call 
it ten), and she had arrived lovely; she had 
arrived perfect, with both her mind and her 
body wonderfully attired and beautified so 
that she might ravish Andrew. All her hard 
labor was for his sake—and a little also for the 
sake of the male sex at large. 

She had a terrible, a unique shock on enter- 
ing the crystal foyer of the Arlington. Andrew 
was not waiting for her! She could scarcely 
believe it. Still, he was not there. She was 
always late for appointments herself (except 
with the soothsayer, who would stand no 
nonsense from anybody); and she excused her- 
self therefore; but she held that a man’s vilest 
sin was to keep a woman waiting in a public 
resort. 

She sat down, deeply annoyed, and put all 
her exasperation into a little fluttering move- 
ment of her toes. She had done simply every- 
thing to please Andrew, and he was not there 
to receive her! It was monstrous. She was 
very fond of Andrew. Andrew was something 
of a personage in his own funny world, but 
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scarcely a personage in hers. Indeed, her 
friends thought, and she did not quite disagree 
with them, that in accepting his offer of mar- 
riage she had bestowed a benefit on him, with 
her position, her beauty, her youth, her style, 
her chic, her intelligence, and her money. 
(She had had the money under her late hus- 
band’s will; but exactly how her financial 
affairs then stood she did not know.) 

However, she was very fond of Andrew. 
Sometimes she was quite silly about him. She 
liked him perhaps best when they were sitting 
together in a corner of the empty smoking- 
room of the country club, and he wore a tweed 
suit and smoked a pipe and threw his tweed 
cap down on the table in front of them. She 
could not keep her fingers from toying with 
that cap—so masculine was it, more mascu- 
line even than the lovely coarse odor of pipe 
tobacco, and the faint ‘“‘tweedy”’ odor of his 
loose jacket. Now and then she had a desire 
to steal the cap and keep it in a drawer in her 
bedroom among fluffy and filmy things. That 
was Lydia! 


Andrew had been getting a bit out of 
hand lately, getting a bit morose, dry, 
combative, though never failing in utter po- 
liteness. To-day he had failed in politeness, 
unmentionably and totally failed. 
“Something drastic will have to be done 
about this business,’ she said to herself 
grimly, as she watched the incredible clock 
creeping on toward the hour of two. The 
clock reached the hour of two, passed it. 
Should she go into the restaurant and eat 
alone? A pretty figure he would cut 
when he did come! Or should she go home? 
Three dandical men and two stylish women 
entered, talking rather loudly. Lydia knew 


them all 

“Why, my dear Lydia!” the oldest of the 
men greeted her. “Are you doing the patience 
stunt on a monument?” 

Lydia laughed, covering her chagrin with 
a chiffon of gaiety. 

““My prospective host,” she said, ‘has 
either forgotten me, or he’s inexcusably late. 


Which is worse? ...I don’t know what 
to do.” 

“Yes, you do know. Come and lunch 
with us.” 

“T will! How perfectly sweet of you!” 


And she began to arrange her ideas for 
bright, discursive, intellectual conversation. 

That afternoon Andrew called on Lydia. 
Her resentment had had time to develop blos- 
soms of fire. 

“I waited at the Piccadilly entrance till 
a quarter past two, Andrew explained. 

“T’ m so sorry. 

“But you knew there were two entrances 
at the Arlington,” she retorted, blazing. 
‘Either you aren't really keen on me—or you 
are a fool. Take your choice. Anyway, I've 
finis hed with you. Good- by.” 

‘ery good. Good-by!” Andrew replied, 

and turned to leave. 

Then he turned back and added: 

“T was really keen on you. And I’m not 
a fool. And naturally I knew there are two 
entrances to the Arlington. And I thought 
I'd just try you for once, and see whether you 
had the sense and the decency and the 
humility to say to yourself that you might 
have come to the w Tong a -and go to 
the other to look for me. You hadn't the 
sense and the decency and the humility to 
do this.” 

And he departed. 


HEN a man who has felt solitude breaks 

a betrothal, it is a hundred to one that he 
will become engaged again within the year. 
Andrew married Annette. Annette had sense, 
decency, humility—enough for two wives. She 
adored. He was affectionate. They were happy. 
Annette tried hard to be all in all to him. 

Yet after a few months of the soft idyll he 
was saying to her: 

** My dear, can’t you pay a little more atten- 
tion to your clothes, your appearance—be 
a bit smarter? And if you could keep an eye 
on the papers and see what’s going on . . . 

But a man can’t have everything in one 
woman. 


stay small; but there is something else besides the 


cloche. 
considered in relation to the costume as a whole. 


In next month’s Bazar the new hats will be 
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Bone China, by Wedgwood 


HE name of Wedgwood has 


been so intimately associated 


with Queensware and 
Jasper that one is apt to 
forget the important place 
which the making of beau- 
tiful China has held at 
Etruria since 1878. 





TO 
WEDGWOOD 


Wedgwood China is exception- 
ally white and translucent. It is 


very durable, while the 
shapes, designs and color 
combinations— which are 
numerous—are character- 
ized by restraint, purity and 
rare decorative quality. 


One wishing genuine Wedgwood should 
always look for this Mark on China. 


It is stamped on the bottom of each piece. 


Our illustrated booklet “D” will be sent upon request. 


Josiah Wedgwood & Sons, Iuv. 


OF AMERICA 


255 FirtH AVENUE 


Potteries Etruria, Stoke-on-Trent, England 
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Stein Blaine 


a creative house 
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© Stein & Blaine 


‘““Avenue’’ 


—a tailor costume—by E. M. A. Steinmetz 


For every hour of day and 
evening—indoors and out— 
there has been created a 
Stein Blaine model that has 
appeal. 


true feminine 


Furriers Dressmakers Sailors 


13 and 15 West 57th Street 
New York 
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Novel 


(Continued from page 73) 


herself as she set about making a fire on 
the hearth and proceeded to cook her solitary 
meal. She had much to be thankful for. 
She was alive and well, as hardened and 
resilient as a track-runner, as capable of 
providing for her wants as any girl of a Chippe- 
wan tribe. And here she was protected; she 
was insured against cold and hunger; she had 
little to fear beyond her own morbid thoughts. 
She tried to laugh, as she banked her fire and 
made ready for bed, at her own timidities 
She made an effort to ridicule herself back to 
fearlessness. But loneliness weighed heavily 
upon her. And she missed, more than she was 
willing to acknowledge, the camp-mate who 
had failed to return to her. 

But she carried on as best she could. She 
made the round of Grimshaw’s traps the next 
morning, and brought in what fur and flesh 
she could find along the game-trails. She 
scraped hides and smoked meat, she scaled 
and gutted fish, she gathered fuel and swept 
clean the dooryard of their lodge. Remember- 
ing that their sleeping-bags had proved un- 
satisfactory, showing a tendency to gather 
dampness and presenting difficulties in the 
matter of their proper ventilation. she took 
them apart and restitched them into open 
robes, to which she added blankets ot plaited 
rabbit-skin, incredibly warm and appealingly 
light in weight. A sort of terror of idleness 
grew up in her, for when she was idle she found 
thought most active. And when she fell to 
thinking she found her spirits ebb low and her 
courage subside. There was a great want in 
her life which she found herself afraid to dwell 
upon. There was an unanswered and unan- 
swerable question which she dared not even 
articulate. 


THEN unexpectedly and unmistakably the 
great question was answered for her. 

It was at high noon, on the fifth day after 
her return to Camp Reliance, when Claire 
was carrying her hamper filled with starch- 
bulbs back to the storeroom. She had stopped 
to rest at the edge of a hilltop grove of white 
birch which dappled her with its spotted 
shadows. She was gazing with abstracted 
eyes at an eagle circling languidly over the 
black-topped hills, ruminating on the ease ot 
its flight, speculating on how readily such 
wings could reach and mount The Barrier 
which hemmed her back from the world she 
no longer knew. But as she watched the 
planing bird she became vaguely conscious 
of movement of another nature and in a differ- 
ent direction. 

She thought, as she turned quickly and 
stared across the narrow valley, that she saw 
a wild animal slowly making its way along the 
open trail. Yet as she looked again it seemed 
like no animal she had ever encountered in 
those northern woods. It moved slowly and 
painfully, like a wounded bear. It crept for- 
ward on all fours, and rested for a time, and 
crept forward again. It took on a grotesque- 
ness, in the shadow, which both perplexed and 
alarmed her. When it emerged into the open 
sunlight, crawling still closer to where she 
waited, she leaned forward, with a quick 
cessation of breath. 

For the thing that crawled toward her, on 
all fours, was a human being. 

It was a battered and blood-stained human 
being, with matted hair and tattered clothing 
and trailing footwear, with one leg dragging 
oddly behind it as it lumbered forward. It 
fell forward on its face, and lay panting there, 
from time to time flattening down on the 
forest trail until it seemed to merge into the 
soil about it. And as the woman stared at it 
with widening eyes she became conscious of 
still another movement behind it. This was the 
furtive advance and recession of a gaunt 
timber-wolf, which slunk about and circled 
from side to side behind the crawling figvre 
that rested and crept on and rested again 
\ chill crept through her blood as she watched 
that companioning shadow which advanced 
and waited and advanced again. Her first im- 
pulse was to string her bow and hold an arrow 
ready for that hateful faltering shadow that 
trailed after the other. But a vague inertia 
held her there, spellbound A_ benumbing 
mingling of horror and happiness kept her from 
moving For she realized that the battered 
figure creeping closer and closer to her was 
Shomer Grimshaw. 


HE wanted to cry out to him, but she 

seemed without the power of speech. She 
was swept by a desire to run torward and raise 
him to his feet, but her legs, tor the moment, 
were without the power to support her. She 
merely sat there on her shelf of lichened gran- 
ite, with her hamper fallen between her knees, 
staring helplessly at the man who moaned a 
little, from time to time, as he advanced 
quaveringly along the winding trail. 

She called out just once, in the end, with a 
cry that seemed stifled in her throat. The 
crawling figure sat up, at that sound, and 
blinked abstractedly through the tangle of 
hair that matted the mud-stained forehead. 
Then, with a dubious movement ot the head 


from side to side, he fell to advancing once 
more along the trail. But tor the second time 
he stopped, staring directly at the dappled 
figure against the dappled granite, the figure 
that looked so phantasmal in the filtered light 
of the fluttering birch-leaves above it. A 
look of perplexity crept into his lean face, 
followed by a look of incredulousness. He 
passed the back of his blood-stained hand 
across his brow and shook his head from side 
to side. Then he looked still again, and he saw 
the two half-helpless arms outstretched in a 
mute gesture of appeal, of welcome, of 
gratitude. 


SLOWLY he rose to his teet, with his eyes 

still fixed on that gray-clad figure in the 
uncertain gray shadows. 

“Clannie!”’ he cried in a husky quaver 
which brought a gush of tears to the waiting 
girl’s eyes. 

She ran to him then and fell to her knees 
beside him on the trail. For he had sunk down 
again, with a return of weakness, a singular 
look of pathos in his eyes as he studied her. 

“T thought you were dead!”’ he muttered, 
thickly, heavily, as his hand reached out to 
touch her. His groping fingers closed on 
her arm, as though he hungered to make sure 
a material and tangible woman leaned above 
him. “I thought you were dead!” he re- 
peated as his tremulous hand clung to her 
shoulder. 

She subsided slowly toward him, under the 
weight of that clinging hand. She sank down, 
with a small cry of helplessness, until her 
cheek was pressed against his and she was 
clasping his matted head against her bosom. 
She held him there, in an attitude oddly 
maternal, murmuring “‘My dearest! Oh, 
my dearest!’’ She held him hungrily, re- 
peating foolishly as she felt his arms tighten 
about her stooping shoulder, ‘My dearest, 
you’ve come back to me!” 

Then her arms fell away from him and she 
sat back, with a brief quiver passing through 
her body. She stared into his face as though 
she had viewed it, closely and comprehend- 
ingly, for the first time in her life. And in the 
lines of that face and in the shadows about 
the stricken eyes she saw how the plowshare 
of pain had cut deep. She saw there a great 
loneliness and a great weariness, a look of 
revolt that made her breath catch in her 
throat. 

“You're hurt?’ she said as her eyes wan- 
dered on to the ragged moccasined foot that 
lay inert along the trail. 

“It doesn’t matter,” he protested, dis- 
turbed by the tears that still welled to her 
eyes. ‘Nothing matters any more!’ 

“Why do you say that?” she asked, 
struggling against a recurring impulse to en- 
close him in her arms. 

“I’ve found you again,” he said, as he 
recaptured her hand. ‘‘And that’s all that 
counts, now.” 

‘Then you thought I was lost?” she in- 
quired, perversely happy at the misery in his 
lace. 

“T thought you were dead,” he amended. 
‘So I saw no use in staying on. I tried to get 
through The Barrier. I took what food I 
could carry and tried to fight my way back— 
back to that other world. But there is no 
way back.’ 

‘There must be,” proclaimed the woman 
beside him, disturbed by his dulled note of 
hopelessness 


RIMSHAW shook his head from side to 

side. 

“Tt can't be done, by way of The Barrier. 
There’s a sea of sink-holes, two days of mire 
and muskeg. And beyond that are rock- 
cliffs, walls that only something with wings 
could get over. 

‘Something with wings!”’ repeated the girl, 
remembering the eagle she had so recently 
watched above the western hills. 

“1 fell from the face of one of the cliffs,” 
the man beside her was saying. ‘‘It seems to 
have broken my ankle. I crawled back. But 
my food gave out.” 

“Poor boy!” she said, unconscious of the 
hand that reached out to his shoulder. 

‘But nothing matters now,” he repeated, 
with a taint grimace of pain as he mov ed his 
body. ‘‘ Nothing matters—but us. 

Never before had she seen him thus given 
over to hopelessness 

“But they'll come for us,” she averred, 
staring up at the pale blue sky that thinned to 
opal along the lonely reaches of the spruce- 
tops. ‘They'll come—in the only way they 
can come They ‘ll come with wings!’ 


“With wings?” he repeated, apparently 
not following her line of thought. ; 
“Yes; in one of their airships,” she main- 


tained, with her eyes still on the lonely 

hilltops. ia 

‘They’re being a long time about it, 

countered Grimshaw. He spoke in a note of 
complaint that was toreign to him. 

“My father will come,” asserted Claire. 
(Continued on page 84) 
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(Continued from page S2) 


remembering that her companion was not 
quite himself. “I have infinite faith in my 
fathe rT. He'd never give up, so long as he was 
alive. 

Grimshaw did not seem to be listening to 
her 

“We can’t get through!” he repeated to 
himself, with his hands fallen between bis 
ragged knees, blood-stained where the raw- 
hide no longer covered them. This man with 
the stricken eyes, Claire remembered, was 
sorely in need of food and warmth and 
rest. 

“We can at least get back to the camp,” 
she asserted, as she rose to her feet. ‘‘ Could 
you walk, if I helped you?” 

“I might,” he conceded, “‘but I’d be too 
hez avy for you. 

‘Try me,” she retorted with her quiet smile. 

‘All right,” he fin: ully agreed, fortified by a 
new note of authority that hung about her. 
‘I can manage, I think, if I get an arm over 
your shoulder.” 


HE helped him to rise, holding him up with 

her hard-sinewed young body, sustaining 
his weight as best she could while he adjusted 
himself to a method of advance which strongly 
reminded him of a three-legged race. She 
staggered a trifle as he limped along at her 
side, with his briar-scratched arm half circling 
about her neck. But spell by spell they 
hobbled their way toward the cabin, limping 
forward and resting and limping forward 
again. She left him, once, to bring water 
from the spring, and twice he emptied the 
hirchbark rogan which she held up to him. 
Then they moved forward again, in silence, 
until they circled about into the sandy- 
floored cove where their lodge stood. 

“Does it seem like coming home?” she 
asked, as she waited at his side while he stood 
studying the low-roofed cabin under the 
dwarfing shadow of the cliff-face. 

“It’s all we have,” he said with a vibrata 
of feeling she had in no way expected from him. 

‘We have each other,” she contended, 
resenting that estranging tide of imperson- 
ality which his utter weariness was once more 
throwing between them. 

“Have we?” he demanded, almost gruffly, 
as he startled her by taking her thin face 
between his two hands and staring almost 
savagely into her eyes. 

“Haven't we?” she countered, wondering 
what that stare of appraisal was trying to 
unearth fromm her inmost soul of souls. 

“If we're not afraid,” he said, with his hands 
falling limp to his side. And still again she 
was impressed by the silent misery of his 
lis tless- eyed face. 

‘I'm not afraid,” she told him, very quietly, 
as she lifted his fallen arm and placed it 
across her shoulder and directed him, slowly 
step by step, in through the cabin door. 


LAIRE, during the week that followed, 

was disturbed more by Grimshaw’s 
apathy of spirit than by the injury to his 
foot. For the latter, it is true, they together 
made a pair of crutches and a cast of brick- 
clay which they baked and hardened in the 
forge-fire. And after a few days of rest and 
forced feeding he was able to be about again. 
But with his return of strength there was a 
return of his earlier impersonal attitude to- 
ward his camp-mate. 

Claire fretted in secret over this sense of 
withdrawal. His studied coolness left her with 
the impression of being cheated. She sat 
beside him, during two days of autumnal 
driving rain, stitching together the moccasins 
which he had cut out of rawhide, sewing on 
the fresh caribou clothing which he had fash- 
ioned, waiting for him to reveal something 
which obviously lay on his mind. 

She showed no excitement when he ex- 
plained to her he had found a salt spring on 
his journey toward The Barrier. They could 
make evaporation-pans, he went on, and 
obtain sufficient salt for curing all the fish and 
meat they might need. It would give an 
added savor to their food, he pointed out, and 
would even help in tanning their hides and 
hardening their soap. He could bring her 
back a supply of it when he went out for his 
spear and bow and quiver, which he had lost 
along the trail. 

‘When we go out for them,” she corrected, 
without looking up from her sewing. . 

‘Aren't you going to trust me alone again?” 
he asked, with a slightly embittered note in 
his voice. 

“It’s not that,” she protested. “‘ But after 
this I think we ought never to separate again. 

He looked up sharply at that, only to find 
her barricaded eyes bent placidly over her 
sewing. 

“I wasn’t exactly myself the other day,” he 
remarked, after a prolonged silence. 

Her color ‘deepened a little. 

‘Are you sorry for anything you said?” she 
finally asked. 

“I'm sorry, if it’s going to make our being 
together more—more difficult.” 

‘I was hoping it might make it just the 


opposite,’ she found the courage to tell him. 

His face grew hard. 

‘There are certain things we can't afford,” 
he announced in a flatted voice. 

She looked up from her sewing at that, 
studying him with slightly luminous eyes. 

“Are you afraid of me?” she quietly 
demanded. 

I’m afraid of myself,” he proclaimed, pre- 
ferring not to meet her gaze. 

She looked at him long and steadily. If 
she accepted his speech as a rebuff, she gave 
no outward sign of having done so. She 
drew back into her shell, it is true, but in her 
eyes remained a vague light of patience 
touched with triumph. It was to escape this, 
she suspected, that he finally hobbled out of 
the lodge and seated himsclf on a rock down 
by the river. A late afternoon sun broke 
through the scattering rain-clouds, throwing 
a pale shaft of radiance across the cool, 
autumn air. She could see him distinctly as 
he sat on the rock, with his chin in his hand. 
She at once thought of Rodin’s “Thinker,” 
of man troubled by an awakening soul, of the 
jungle-fighter confronted by conflicts which 
must be won by something beyond mere 
muscle and sinew. 


HE betrayed no surprise, the next day, 
when Grimshaw spent an hour in care- 
fully honing his roughly-made razor-blade. 
Patiently he passed it back and forth along a 
flake of slate-stone oiled with fish-fat. Then, 
having cut his beard as close as he could with 
his companion’s scissors, he lathered his face 
and scraped and dragged at it until he was 
once more clean-shaven. Then he made an 
effort to cut his hair, which now fell almost 
half-way to his shoulders. 

To do this without a mirror, however, was 
no easy task. And Claire stopped before 
him, laughing a little at his struggles. 

““Couldn’t I do that for you?” she asked, 
watching him as he stopped to hone his 
scissor-blades. 

“Could you?” he inquired, trying to dis- 
lodge hair-ends that nested under the neck of 
his rawhide jacket. 

“Of course,” she replied, as she put down 
the crock of smoked meat she was carrying to 
the storehouse. 

Her eyes were solemn as she brought out a 
towel of fawn-skin and tucked it carefully 
about his neck. They were equally solemn 
as she took the scissors from his hand and 
thrust them into her belt while she passed her 
rough wooden comb through the thick mat of 
his hair. Then she stood close over him as she 
held clumps of this thick hair between her 
fingers and snipped at them with the inade- 
quate scissors which seemed without the power 
of keeping their point. His face remained 
equally solemn as she stood off to inspect her 
handiwork. 

‘That’s going to look more civilized,’”’ she 
said, as she turned his head a little and started 
work on the other side. She was standing so 
close over him that her slender body was press- 
ing against his shoulder. She even held his 
head firmly against her ribs as she trimmed the 
thatch that shadowed his sunburnt forehead, 
so intent on her work that she remained un- 
conscious of his wince as she stooped and blew 
the loose hair-ends from the hollow of his 
throat. Then she fell to clipping again, squint- 
ing a little as she studied the effect of her 
slowly repeated strokes. 

She put the scissors down, with a small 
sigh, blew the loose hairs from the bronzed 
column of his neck, and shook out the towel of 
fawn-skin. Slowly and meditatively she 
replaced the towel about his shoulders and 
with her bare hands she just as meditatively 
brushed down the uneven thatch of his head. 
Her movements became slower and slower, 
until the passing of her fingers through his 
sun-bleached hair became as gentle as a 
caress. Then she closed her eyes, and with a 
little gasp of abandonment pressed his head 
close in against her cheek, straining it there in 
a momentary hunger that was neither willed 
nor understood. 

He turned about where he sat, at that, and 
the hands with which he imprisoned her wrists 
were unsteady. So savage was that clasp 
that she thought, at first, it was anger that 
was about to break from him. For one 
moment he held her back, staring into her 
face. Then the cry that he uttered was as 
uncontrolled as her own had been 

“It’s no use,” he said in a husky whisper. 
‘“*Tt’s no use,”’ he repeated, almost mournfully, 
as his arms crept about her and he drew her 
close in to his side. 

“Do you care?”’ she murmured, shaking a 
little in his clasp, her breast rising and falling 
sharply against the fringed roughness of his 
rawhide jacket. 

“T love you,” he cried, as he thrust back the 
dark mass of her hair and stared into her eyes. 
“I love you,” he repeated, as he drew her 
upturned face slowly toward his own, closer 
and closer, until their lips met and locked 
together. 

(Continued on page 86) 




















for FEBRUARY 1924 


Have You.Joo/ Discovered Luxor ? 


From the beginning, Beauty has been the natural her- 
itageofwoman. Rightfully, she has treasured it—has 
delighted in subtle ways ofenhancing it. Yet, not until 
she discovered Luxor, did she find the perfect medium 
for aiding Nature in bringing forth her true beauty. 


You, also, can safely entrust your beauty to Luxor 
Requisites. Containing only the finest, most delicate 
ingredients, they soothe and give new radiance to the 
most sensitive skins. They work in Nature’s own way to 
achieve the natural loveliness of a flawless complexion. 

If you have not yet discovered Luxor, there is a new 
happiness in store for you. Go today to your favorite 
shop! Ask for Luxor Rouge Parfait—the most widely 
ae in America. Test its marvelously natural shade - 
the same in any light. Test, also, the feathery, clinging 
fragrance of Luxor Complexion Powder —the powder 
that cannot become pasty and clog pores. Then realize 
that for every beauty need, there is a Luxor Requisite 
—cqually delightful! 

Send for attractively illustrated booklet, 


**TUXOR Yesterday and Today.”’ 


LUXOR Limited 


Perfumers 
Paris Cuicaco NEw York 


TOILET REQUISITES 
OF ENDURING CHARM 








ME 


\ 
| 

















ae 
a 


Single out the women who choose 
RIGAUD odeurs and you will find 
almost without fail women who 
are bewitchingly magnetic to men 


The following odeurs are.created by 
Parfumerie Rigaud, 16 Rue dela Paix, PARIS 


ONG VENA... 2-0-2 CGARY GARDEN 
Riva cAmara....UN cAIR EMBAUME 
Each perfume is offered in a com- 


plete line of toilet accessories. 


Geo. Borgfeldt & Co.. lll East 16% Street., New York. 
Sole distributors for the United States and Canada 





Back of MI NENA, Parfumerie Rigaud’s newest 
creation, lies a most unusual story—a tragic, old-world 
romance that every woman will want to read. This story, 
in attractive booklet form, will be mailed at your request. 








sg 





AND Bae aS ie 

















EMPTY 





HARPER’ 


HANDS 


BAZAR 


Arthur Stringer’s Novel 


(Continued from page 84) 


She opened her eyes at the sound that 
broke from his throat. It was almost a sob. 

He was once more holding her away from 
him at arm’s length, with his tragic eyes intent 
on hers. 

“What is it?” she asked, disturbed by the 
bitterness of his face. But it was her arms 
this time which clasped about his neck. And 
it was she who drew his unhappy face down 
to her own. 

“Are you afraid?”’ she murmured, as she 
stroked his hair. But her second question, 
like her first, remained unanswered. He took 
her in his arms again, more quietly this time, 
and once more his lips were pressed against 
her cheek stained brown with wind and sun. 

“I’ve fought against this,” he said with a 
sudden gesture of helplessness, of surrender. 
“T’ve fought against it blindly, from the first. 
But I know now that it’s no use. It’s no use 
because there’s nothing else in the world that 
counts. It’s all we have left to us. Oh, 
Clannie, Clannie, I’ve wanted you all along. 
My heart has ached for you. But I was afraid 
to show it. 

“Why should we be afraid?” she asked, with 
her hand attempting to rub the frown from 
his stooping forehead. She spoke quietly, but 
the color had entirely gone from her face. 

‘Because we are so entirely alone. And 
being alone leaves us so defenseless. And there 
are so many things we have to remember.” 

My beloved,” she said, with her repeated 
gesture of hunger, as her hands once more 
cli isped his stooping shoulder. ‘There's 


| only one thing, now, I want to remember. 


You’ve said you loved me. And I love you 
more than you could ever love me. And we've 
a right to our happiness. They've taken 
everything else away from us. But they can’t 
take that.” 

She lay warm in his arms. He was about to 
stoop and kiss her again. But he stopped 
short, studying her with his troubled stare. 


HE suddenly drew away from him, her 

gravely assessing eyes intent on his 

“It’s me that you're afraid of,’ she cried 
out, with a slight deepening of cclor. 

He tried to deny that, but she stopped him 
with a gesture that was almost imperious. 
“You think that I’m nothing but a child, a 
child that accident has entrusted to your care. 
But I’m more thana child. And I’ve thought 
more about life than you imagine. I know 
more about it than I ought to. I know men 
much better than you know women. I 
think it’s because I’ve come to know them so 
well that I love you for your bigness, for that 
strange gife of purity that has kept you what 
you are. tj 

‘Don't s ay that,”’ he contended. ‘It’s not 

“But I must say it,’”? she interrupted. 
“We've shied away from these things and 
left them unsaid for too long. And truth 
isn’t going to hurt either of us. In all this 
world, I don’t suppose a man and a woman 
ever have been thrown together as we've 
been thrown together in this wilderness. 
Everything, everything was taken away from 
us. We were given a new life, a life of our own, 
an earth of our own to walk in our own way. 
But we haven't had the courage to live as we 
wanted to live. We've carried along with us 
the ghosts of all the old things that used to 
surround us. We’ve—’ 

‘hey are more than ghosts,” said the 
man at her side. 

“No, no; they are only real in the world 
where they belong. It’s as foolish to carry 
them about with us here as it is to carry a 
police-whistle about with us in these woods. 
There’s nothing behind them now, nothing 
organized to come to our protection when we 
need that protection. Weare answerable only 
to ourselves. Whatever we do, God will 
understand and forgive us. Knowing what I 
know, God will forgive us: I’ve no fear about 
that.” 

“But there’s a world of men and women 
back the ‘re that might not be as charitable as 
God,’ he quietly reminded her. 

“When we face those men and women we 
can face what they demand of us,” said the 
thoughtful- eyed girl with her brown hands 
clasped over the leather-clad knee of her 
camp-mate. “And I’m not thinking of them 
For we've found, now that there’s ro way of 
getting back tothem. You’ve said that your- 
self. But I don’t think I could endure what 
we'll have to face here, week after week and 
month after month, without the thought of 
your love to keep my soul alive.” 

He took her clasped hands from his knee 
and held them firmly in his own. 

“That’s exactly what I want to do,” he 
told her. ‘“‘I want to keep our souls alive. 
We are more than animals. I, too, know some- 
thing of life. And I know there must be 
beauty and truth in love if it’s to last, if it’s 
to be what it ought to be.” 

She looked at him with her face shadowed 
with wistfulness. 

“Then can’t we keep beauty and truth 
in it?” she asked. 





“Only by being strong,” he reminded her, 
“By being stronger than I could without your 
help.” 
‘‘T don’t understand what you mean by 
sain strong,”’ she said, as she rose to her feet 
after a moment of silence. ‘After this, I'l 
always want to be near you. I'll want to 
touch you, to feel your arms about me, to 
know that you care for me. Is to deny all 
the at being strong?’ 

“No, no, Clannie, we can’t deny that 
now,” he cried, with his arms about her knees. 
“It’s not love that I’m afraid of. It’s only 
what love, in our blindness, may lead us into.” 


HE drew back a little, with a wintry smile 

on her face. Then, for the first time, she 
\ughed. 

‘We really ought to be married, oughtn’t 
we?” she said with a quiet candor which 
struck him silent. ‘‘Oughtn’t we?” she re- 
peated, after a meditative moment or two. 

“That’s impossible!’ hesaid, almost harshly. 

““Would you marry me, if you could?” she 
asked with childlike directness. 

God knows I would, if I could,” he cried 
out in a tone so embittered that she fell to 
studying his unhappy face once more. 

“Did men and women really marry, ages 
and ages ago, away back in the Stone Age?” 
she surprised him by asking. 

“They mated,’’ conceded Grimshaw. 

‘As you and I have done, in this little in- 
land Stone Age of our own?” she suggested. 

“Life is not as simple for us as it was for 
those s savages,’’ he reminded her. 

“But the Indians of this country, the 
Indians of to-day who live as we've been 
compelled to live—do they marry?” 

‘Yes, they marry, after their fashion. They 
have tribal rites they go through, that make 
them man and wife.” 

‘And it’s only where they’re in touch with 
the white man’s world that they adopt the 
white man’s way of saying they belong to 
one another, of having a priest or a minister 
read some different form of service out of a 
little book?” 

“Ves, since they still live a good deal like 
animals, they still mate a good deal like 
animals.” 

She smiled at the note of reproof in his 
voice. 

‘But aren’t we all really more animal than 
any thing else?” she solemnly demanded. 

“T can’t help wondering if your father 
would care to have you regarded only in that 
way, he said, bringing her up short. 

“You don’t seem to be able to get the 
thought of my father out of your head,’ she 
said with a softness of voice which took the 
harshness out of her charge. 

‘““Perhaps that is because I know you are 
always in his thought,’ he reminded her. 
And her eyes, at that, grew shadowy with 


thought, as she once more sat down beside 


him. She sat there without speaking, for a 
long time. Then, with a gesture of infinite 
tenderness, she placed her sun-browned hand 
on his shoulder. 

“*T love you for that,” she told him. “For 
that loyalty. And I can see it’s loyalty to 
something more than a mere man. And I 
want to help you to keep it. The only thing 
I’m afraid of is that life may leave us nothing 
but ourselves to be loyal to. Oh, my dear, my 
dear, what can we do if we have to stay on 
here, just you and I, as utterly alone as we are 
now? Just you and I, growing older and older 
in this awful northern silence, with life escap- 
ing us day by day, with the hope for anything 
else sinking lower and lower?’ 

She crouched against him, desolately, with a 
shiver going through the entire length of her 
body. The forlornness of her uplifted face 
frightened him. And responding to a sudden 
impulse of protection, he placed his arms about 
her and held her close to his side. 

“But I can’t let hope go out like that,”” he 
protested. ‘‘That would be a sort of suicide, 
the suicide of our souls, something as un- 
speakable as the suicide of our bodies. They'll 
come for us, Clannie! You'll see, they'll 
come for us yet. And until we know the world 
has forgotten us, for good, we can't afford to 
forget the world!” 

She drew a great breath, comforted by the 
—s arms about 

But if they should never come? If, for 
some reason, we should never go back?” 

His voice, as he spoke, quavered in a mo- 
mentary clutch of passion as he held her 
unhappy head close against his breast. 

“Then we'd have to remake our own world, 
in our own way!” 


LAIRE was never quite sure what marked 

the beginning of the new era in her 
wilderness life. There were times when she 
identified it with the coming of a strangely 
poignant period of Indian summer weather 
after a fortnight of wind and sleet and frost 
that crusted the northern pools with ice, a 
stretch of tranquil days with the echo of 
quiet migrations in the windless air, with a 

(Continued on page 88) 
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\ Mme. Helena Rubinstein 

in her Paris laboratory, 

\ yy 2)\ , ¥ 
= preparing her beloved 
[ al \ water lilies which she 


uses in so many of her 


Valaze preparations. 
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TOW HERE in the world can be found such rare, exotic ingredients, such 

valuable and exclusive formulas as these which constitute the Valaze 

Beauty Treatments, the result of Mme. Rubinstein’s thirty years of untiring 
research. 

At Mme. Rubinstein’s various salons most effective treatments are given 
to eradicate even the seemingly hopeless conditions of Acne, Eruptions, 
Blackheads, Lines, Wrinkles, Relaxation and Flabbiness, and special treat- 
ments are given for Puffiness under the Eyes. 

Treatments range in price according to the 
individual skin condition and time required. 


$3.50 $6.00 $10.00 “s 


Look into your mirror, decide the character of your skin, then select 
your home treatment from Mme. Rubinstein’s recommendations: 


For Young Girls and Women uith Average' Skins: Cleanse with the 

exquisitely soft and fine Valaze Cleansing and Massage Cream. Apply Valaze 

Beautifying Cream, a marvelous skin regulator which prifies, whitens and refines 

the skin and is an absolute necessity to every woman, old and young. Valaze Balm 

Rose is not only an excellent powder foundatior, ut also protects the skin from 
winter winds and wards off lines. 

Valaze Cleansing 2 

alaze Beautifying Cream - - - - - 

Valaze Balm Rose 


d Massage Cream $ .75, $1.25 
1.00, $2.50 
5 


Oily Skins with Blackheads and Enlarged Pores require Valaze Blackhead 
and Open, a valu: ible substitute for soap which clears the skin of impurities and 
blemishes. Valaze Beautifying Cream will whiten and refine the skin, clearing it of 
sallowness, tan and freckles, and restore normal functioning. Valaze Liquidine, a 
cooling astringent, will prevent shiny noses, keep the pores small and active and 
give the skin a lovely “mat” tone. 


Valaze Blackhead and Open Pore Paste $1.00 
Valaze Beautifying Cream - - - - - $1.00, $2.50 
Valaze Liquidine - - - - - - - - - = $2.00, $3.50 


Dry Skins: Valaze Pasteurized Facial Cream is unsurpassed in quality, com- 
bining as it does, tissue-building properties with those of cleansing. It restores the 
delicate texture ‘to chapped, roughened and scaly skins and softens and whitens 
the hands, arms and elbows. It should be used daily by young and old to promote 
and maintain skin health. Valaze Anthosoros, a rich, anti-wrinkle Grecian cream 
prepared from an ancient formula, feeds the starved tissues and eliminates crows-feet 
and hollows under the eyes. Valaze Special Skin-toning Lotion has splendid tonic 
effect and brightens the dry skin \ most efficient day cleanser. 

Valaze Pasteurized Facial Cream - - $1.00 

Valaze Anthosoros - - - - =- - - =- = $1.75, $3.50 

Valaze Special Skin-toning Lotion - $1.25, $2.25 


Flabby, Relaxed Muscles: Cleanse with the rich and active Valaze Emailline, 
a delightful oe and nourishing cream. Stimulate with the powerfully rejuve- 
nating Valaze Eau Verte, w = revitalizes the tissues, quickens the circulation and 
smoothes out lines. Apply Valaze Georgine Lactee to strengthen and restore taut 
ness to the flabby muscles. Valaze Refining Lotion is an invaluable treatment for 
puffiness under the eyes, for a veiny, purply skin and hard lumps under the skin. 
\ lined and faded appearance will disappear like magic under this wonderfully 
rejuvenating treatment. 


Valaze Emailline - - - - - - - - - - $1.75, $3.50 
Valaze Eau Verte - - - - - - - - - - $3.00, $6.00 
Valaze Georgine Lactee - - - - - - - $3.00, $6.00 
Valaze Refining Lotion - - - - - - - $3.00, $5.00 


Finishing Touches for different types of skin: 
Appropriate and beneficial /oundations: 


For the dry skin— Valaze Balm Rose - - - - - - - - - - - $1.75 
For the oily skin” Valaze Beauty Foundation Cream - - - - $1.00 


Valaze Complexion Powders: in all the wanted shades: $1.00 to $5.50 


Rouges: in the loveliest shades in the world, such as Raspberry, Crushed 
Rose Leaves, Brunette and Tangerine. 
Valaze Crushed Rose Leaves ‘compact rouge) ------ - $1.00 
Valaze Rouge en Creme (cream rouge) - - - - - - - - - = = $2.00 


Send for Special Literature and Mention Skin Condition 
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1540 Washington Blvd., Detroit 
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wash of tawny gold over all her world, with 
deepened color along the thinly wooded slopes, 
and hazy afternoons that veiled hill and valley 
and muskeg with a softening mist of unreality. 

There were other times when she identified 
it with something growing out of Grimshaw's 
final confirmation of their exile, a surrender 
to the inevitable, a quietude of spirit born, 
not of her soul’s struggle up toward some 
sustaining idea, but of her resignation to a 
fate accepted as unalterable. And still other 
times there were when she felt that this new 
mood of hers was born of the newer under- 
standing that had grown up between her and 
Grimshaw. It was an understanding not 
completely understood—but it was enough. 
She loved and was loved, and there seemed 
little else to ask for. It could bring, she knew, 
no altered condition in their actual relation- 
ship, no outward change except those oblique 
results born of candor touched with tenderness. 

Yet that alteration seemed enormous 
enough. In the midst of a loneliness no longer 
drugged by labor she seemed to have found an 
emotional refuge, a shelter and a habitation for 
her soul as definite as their cabin of tree- 
logs stood a habitation for her body. With 
their earlier mad scramble for sustenance 
already a thing of the past, with a more 
leisured outlook on the life into which she had 
so abruptly been tossed, she seemed for the 
first time to taste the full savor of their 
strange isolation. Like her race before her, 
she merged into an era of self-consciousness. 
She was no longer unable to see the forest 
because of the trees. She speculated less 
about the future and was more preoccupied 
with the present. She struggled to drain 
from each passing hour all of its fulness that 
she could harvest. She loved and was beloved; 
she lived and walked and had her being side by 
side with the man she loved. And that, surely, 
was enough. 


HERE were times, it is true, when she 

thought of the past. In some unexpected 
gush of memory the color and warmth and 
crowded movement of her earlier life would 
return to her, arresting her with a chilling 
sense of its remoteness, arrowing her with the 
thought of its ease and opulence. She saw it 
at such times, more sharply than she had been 
able to see it when she stood immersed in its 
trivial intensities, its purposeless and crowded 
complexities. But its memories brought with 
them no enduring pain. 

She thought, occasionally, of crowds and 
crowded places; she recalled the Plaza at the 
tea-hour, with its mingled odors of furs and 
Turkish cigarets and hot-house violets and 
cinnamon toast shot through with the softly 
wistful sobbing of violins. She thought of the 

carriage entrance of the Metropolitan at the 

end of a Jeritza night, with the crush of 
cloaks and sables and white necks hung with 
whiter pearls, and the slap of landaulet doors 
closing on laughing figures in cream and gold. 
She even thought of the Grand Central con- 
course of a Saturday afternoon, that incredibly 
gigantic and ceaselessly humming beehive 
of interweaving humanity coming and going 
on their tides of uncomprehended desire. 
She thought of that crowd as hungry children 
think of a confectioner’s window. 

Yet, if she regretted the loss of such things, 
it was a regret so pale that it refused definitely 
to color her present existence. And that 
newer world, with all its restrictions and wants 
and deprivations, eventually by some trick of 
thought turned into the larger and freer of the 
two worlds. She remembered herself in her 
city life as being in some way smothered in 
clothes and clan prohibitions. Her forest life, 
on the other hand, seemed more and more to 
take on the dignifying values of a splendid 
crudity, of a strangely adventurous hazard, 
of something fantastically complete in itself. 
She moved about with an odd impression of 
having been reborn. 

She attributed this feeling of wonderful 
newness, however, less to the magic of 
splendid adventure than to the magic of a 
splendid companionship. Twice over, she 
felt, this strange friend of hers had saved her. 
He had saved her bruised body from the 
rapids; and from a turbulence equally menac- 
ing he had saved her unstable woman’s soul. 
He had restored her faith in strength. And 


she knew moments of exaltation when life’ 


itself seemed a small thing with which to repay 
such a debt. Sometimes, when walking 
through the opaline northern air at_Grim- 
shaw’s side, she would stop on the trail, with 
an impulse she could not control, and crush 
his leather-clad arm against her side. 

“T love you!” she would say with her aban- 
doned little side movement of the head. “Is 
it wicked for me to tell you that?” 

The bronzed face above her would soften. 

‘I love to hear you say it,” her fellow- 
vagrant would admit. 

‘But is it wicked?” she would insist. 

“Not when you say it. 
“But you never do!’ 

“T would, often enough—if it wasn’t 

against the rules.” 





“But would you, if we didn’t have to re- 
member rules?” 

‘I'd do more than say it; I'd prove it.” 

She would think that over, solemn-eyed. 
Then her hand would seek his arm. 

“You are proving it, my own,” she would 
finally say, with one of her uninterpretable 
small gestures. ‘‘ You are proving it by being 
strong.” 


O WIDELY did this subjective life of feel- 
ing overspread their outer world of 
actuality that things which at other times 
would have seemed momentous betrayed 
tendency to scale down to the trivial. Thus, 
when Claire showed Grimshaw the nuggets 
she had found in the stream-bed during her 
blind wandering through the woods, and he 
had confirmed her belief that they were frag- 
ments of native gold, he merely smiled down 
at them with an impersonal sort of interest. 

“Yes, they’re gold,” he acknowledged. “ But 
what good is gold to us?” 

“Gold is wealth,” objected the girl. 

“Not in our world,” her camp-mate re- 
minded her, 

* But it’s at least metal, a metal that should 
be easily worked,”’ she contended. 

‘That’s true enough,” acknowledged Grim- 
shaw. ‘But I’d much rather have a harder 
metal, something that would take an edge and 
keep it. We'll find your stream where this 
came from, of course, and from what you say 
about it there ought to be plenty more of such 
stuff there.” 

“And wealth like this won’t do us any 
good?” asked Claire, as she turned one of the 
nuggets over in her hand. 

“Oh, yes; if we get enough of it,’”’ was the 
other’s casual-noted reply. “If we get enough 
ot these we can make your frying-pan for 
you! I can concoct a blow-pipe and crucible 
and pour the melted metal into a clay mold. 
And it'll help out with our household utensils, 
of course. You said you’d be needing hair- 
pins before long. And you can have a better 
comb. And I can make other things as we 
need ’em, such as buckles and buttons. I 
could even take the outer coating of deer-gut 
and prepare it for gold-beater’s skin. With 
that we could have gold-leaf for decorating 
some of our pottery, if we cared to use it.” 

Claire was gazing down at the pepite in her 
hand. 

“Could you make me a ring?” 

“Just a plain gold band?” 

“Quite easily,” he told her. ‘You mean, 

of course, one to wear on your finger?” 
“Yes,” she acknowledgec i. 

He took her hand in his and studied it. 
Then he lifted it to his lips and kissed its 
weathered surface. 

** Poor little hand:” he said with his solemn 
smile. 

‘Isn’t that against the rules?” she ques- 
tioned, as she studied her water-chapped 
fingers. 

**Why should you want a ring on it?”’ he 
asked, instead of answering her. She looked 
up quickly, at that question, as though to 
discover some deeper meaning to his words. 
But she saw only tenderness in his eyes. 

“It's merely a woman’s reason,” she told 
him, as she turned away. And nothing more 
was said on the matter. Yet two days later 
they set out on the trail and came to Claire’s 
stream-side cairn and worked the bed of the 
creek and carried home a quart of the rounded 
yellow pepites tied up in a square of doeskin. 
They carried home their casual wealth and 
burned fresh charcoal and prepared a mold 
and melted their precious metal and fashioned 
it into a none too symmetrical frying-pan. 
They handled it with reverence for a day or 
two, and then it became merely an utensil, 
half-forgotten in the excitement of a still more 
stirring discovery. 


she asked. 


OR Claire and Grimshaw, while tracking a 

caribou cow which the latter had wounded 
with an arrow, unexpectedly stumbled on a 
hollow tree filled with honey. They marked 
the spot and returned with pottery jars, 
smoking out the hive and carefully garnering 
every pound of the precious combs filled with 
cloying sweetness. And as the savor of that 
strange sweetness melted on Claire’s bewil- 
dered tongue she realized how great a want 
the absence of sugar had been leaving in her 
life. 

‘This is heavenly,” she cried with the gusto 
of a child, as she sat licking the amber fluid 
from her finger-tips. Grimshaw had been 
explaining how by straining it and storing it 
away in containers they could have enough 
sweets until the next flow of sap, to say nothing 
of the beeswax which would be so useful in 
their sewing and net-niaking. And perhaps 
in building a canoe. So he sat down beside 
her and ate some of the honey from the point 
of his knife. 

“T never knew the world held anything as 
sweet as that,” he light-heartedly exclaimed, 
as he once more dipped his knife-blade into 
the sirupy mass. 

(Continued on page yo) 
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“There's just one thing sweeter,” said the 
girl, as she lifted her honey-stained mouth up 
to his face. 

‘What's that?” he asked, remembering at 
the moment what pools of soft light her eyes 
were. 

“It’s love,” said Claire, with her head 
against his shoulder. 

His arm was about her slender waist. But 
he sat momentarily lost in his own thoughts. 

Yes,” he finally said. ‘‘We have to do 
without things for a long time before we 
know their value.” 


HEN, before their fire that night, she 
asked Grimshaw what he had meant by his 
reference to building a canoe, he explained 
that their one remaining hope of heading 
back to the outer world lay in following their 
river by boat or canoe until they came to 
some bigger stream that might eventually 
lead them to Hudson Bay. But that could 
not be done now, he pointed out, until spring. 
It meant a voyage of hundreds of miles, 
perhaps, down to tide-water, and probably 
another journey of equal length before they 
could find a trading post or a white man’s 
settlement. For such a trip they would have 
to have adequate equipment. a_ well-made 
kayak of waterproofed deer-skin if they could 
not find birch big enough for canoe-bark, a 
shelter-tent, weapons that could be relied on, 
clothing that would keep them covered, food 
enough to insure them against starvation, 
no matter what the nature of the country 
through which they might have to pass. 

“That means, of course, that we must 
winter here,” he told her. 

She moved her head up and down, com- 
prehendingly, as she stared into the fire. 

“Tt will be a long winter,” she said, more to 
herself than to him. 

“But it doesn’t mean we must den up like a 
bear,” he explained. ‘We'll be quite free to 
come and go, even freer than before the freeze- 
up. And next week I intend to start work on 
our snowshoes, so as to have them ready 
when we need them.” 

‘It ought to fill me with horror, T suppose,” 
said the gray-clad figure before the hearth- 
fire. ‘‘ But it really fills me with a crazy sort 
of happiness.” 

“Then you're not afraid?” 

“The only thing I’m afraid of,’ she an- 
swered, “is that I may no longer be with you.” 
She crept closer to him, with a nestling 
movement, and crouched closer in between 
his leather-clad knees. ‘“‘Do you ever stop 
to think just what will happen to us when we 
go out, when we get back to that other world?” 

He stopped short at that question, with a 
faint narrowing of his ruminative eyes 

I've scarcely thought that far ahead,” he 
acknowledged. 

“Neither have I,”’ she confessed. ‘I don’t 
even think I want to. If I woke up in the 
morning and saw a motor-launch at our land- 
ing with a metis guide to pilot us straight down 
to that settlement on Hudson Bay, wherever 
it may be, I really think I'd be sorry.” 

“But I wonder how long you would feel 
that way?” he ventured. 

** As long as I knew you loved me,”’ was her 
quiet reply. ‘‘Do you?” 

He did not answer her in words. But he 
bent low above the upturned face until his 
lips met hers, even as he murmured: ‘This 
is forbidden.” He held her body close to his, 
bathed in the glow of their hearth-fire. He 
held her there until he saw the thick-fringed 
lids droop heavily over her eyes. He could feel 
the small quiver that sped through her relaxed 
body as her arms tightened about his neck. 

He unlocked them, abruptly, and rose to 
his feet. She could hear his quickened 
breathing as he crossed to the cabin door and 
flung it open. 


HE followed him to where he stood staring 
out into the night, perplexed by the look 
of pain on his face. 

“What is it?”’ she asked. 

““We've—we've got to settle on some sort 
of armistice out here,” he said, without turn- 
ing toward her as he spoke. 

“But an armistice is something arranged 
between enemies. isn’t it?’’ she inquired. 
“You're not my enemy, are you?” 

“T might be.” 

“How?” 


‘Ah!” she said, her lips a little awry. 
“Then you're sorry you love me?” 

‘*T don’t want to be sorry,’’ he amended. 

““T see,”” she murmured, standing medita- 
tive-eyed in the wavering fire-light. ‘‘ You 
feel it wouldn't be fair and honest to either 
of us, to reach out for happiness, in shipwreck 
like this?” 

“It wouldn’t be happiness,” he corrected. 

“Then you don’t care for me?” she de- 
manded. *‘ You don’t like to be near me?” 

“God knows I do!” he cried out with un- 
looked-for passion. 

“But you don’t do it willingly.” 


“‘T want to do it honestly.” 

“You mean you’re my—my guardian, out 
here, and that it would be a sort of breach of 
trust, when the two of us are so terribly alone, 
to take what our hearts cry out for, to—" 

“T can’t even talk about it,’ he gasped, 
like a swimmer spent by struggle. 

She stood, for a full minute, in silence be- 
side him. 

“You are so different!” she said at last. 
“Dearest, you are so different! But I think 
I understand. And I love you for being strong, 
for being loyal, though I can’t quite under- 
stand what you're being loyal to.” 

“Tt’s you who must be loyal,” he said, with 
his face turned toward the night. 

“To you?” she questioned, leaning closer 
to him. 

“To life,” he retorted. 
stood silent beside him. 

“But if there’s nothing left of life?” she 
finally questioned. ‘‘If we've nothing left but 
ourselves, and this?” 

“We can’t be sure,’’ he reminded her. 

“Then when are we to know?” 

“That's something I can’t answer.” 

“But while we wait, even though we know 
we love each other, you don’t want me to 
make love to you?” 

“*T want it too much!” 

She thrilled perversely at that cry which 
attested to her woman’s power over him. 

“T wish I had your courage,” she said out 
of the silence that had fallen between them. 

‘“You have something better,”’ he asserted. 
““You have honesty.” 

“T don’t understand that.” 

“You will, some day,” he told her. 

He reached out to close the door. But she 
arrested him, with her hand on his out- 
stretched arm. 

‘Kiss me,”’ she said with a sudden quiet 
ardor that startled him. “Kiss me_ good 
night, beloved, before we go back.” 

He took her in his arms and held her head 
close in against his shoulder. Then he stooped 
and kissed her on the forehead. 

“Not that way,” she complained, almost 
drowsily as she drew his bent head lower down 
to her face. 

“That’s our good-by,” she said, as he 
staggered back and leaned against the log- 
ends of the rough door-frame. “‘For after 
this, my beloved, I'll keep on my side of the 
naked sword. I want you for myself, always, 
forever. And something tells me the only way 
I can hold you is to leave you free. So there'll 
be no more of this, no more, my dear, until 
you and your loyal soul can come and ask for 
et 


And still again she 


He noticed a trace of tears in her eyes as 
she turned back to the light. But there was a 
smile about her slightly tremulous lips as she 
crossed the rough floor to where the dressed 
deer-skin partitioned off her rug-strewn little 
sleeping-room. ‘‘And to-morrow, O King,” 
she said with a faint tang of diablerie, ‘‘ we'll 
draw a chalk-line down the middle of this, our 
humble abode, and on the one side shall 
repose my Sovereign and on the other side 
shall rest thine hand-maiden!”’ 

He saw her take her candle made of bear- 
fat and at the hearth-fire light the wick made of 
the pith of club-moss. He heard her quietly 
murmured ‘‘Good-night,’’ as the deer-skin 
portiére fell in place behind her vanished 
figure. And as with troubled eyes he later 
banked the fire behind their hearth-stones, he 
heard the unsettling faint confusion of sounds 
which told him she was making ready for 
bed. 


LAIRE, during the Indian summer days 

that followed, found a strange harmony 
between that briefly ironic season of peace and 
her own tranquilized spirit. It was a peace 
made poignant by its very transiency, a 
momentary passionless lull in the season before 
stronger forces marshalled and asserted them- 
selves. But she did not stop to question 
what was to follow. She surrendered to an 
immersing lethargy that was something more 
than lethargy, shot through with rhapsodic 
moments which came as unheralded as they 
were unwilled. 

She found strange beauty in the world 
about her, a transporting glory in the dark 
yellow of the poplar groves painted gold by 
the frost, in the more brilliant yellow of the 
birches, in the crimson of the willows. She 
seemed alone in a painted world of her own, 
a world aloof from all others, a world myster!- 
ously complete in itself. That sense of isola- 
tion seemed heightened by the haze which 
covered their hills from horizon to horizon. 
It was not strong enough to shut away the 
sun. But it muffled midday in a ghostly mist 
of gold and draped their valleys with a soften- 
ing curtain that left them strange to familiar 
eyes. 

Claire could not tell how much this phan- 
tasmal sense of beauty was objective and how 
much it was subjective. But she nursed @ 
suspicion that it was due to some change with- 
in herself, some newer sense of well-being 

(Continued on page 02) 
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General Electric plants and 
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ing done in my lifetime, and 
I am with the doers.” 
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which she could not quite account for. Of 
her bodily health she had no doubts. The 
euphrasy of open air and constant physical 
exertion erowned with contentment had ap- 
parently worked a miracle of its own. She was 
hard-limbed and wiry, red-lipped and vigor- 
ous. She had in some way lost her more girl- 
ish contours. Her body had broadened and 
flattened and the line of her jaw had sharp- 
ened. She seemed larger, more callisthenic, 
than of old. Her neck had grown more 
columnar, her bosom, with its doubled 
reservoir of lung-power behind it, had deep- 
ened even as it had flattened, giving to her 
torso an air of athletic hardness accentuated 
still again by the sinewy slenderness of the 
buckskin-clad leg and the Indian-like nar- 
rowness of the hips. 

But about her, for all these de-sexing influ- 
ences of attire and activity, was an inalienable 
aura of womanhood, of womanhood ripe with 
feeling and touched with wonder. Sometimes, 
when Grimshaw would come upon her in those 
pearl-misted autumn mornings, posted on a 
stand and watching for deer along one of their 
runways, the sense of her beauty would 
catch his breath. At other times, as he 
watched her, gray-clad, in the gray light of 
evening, quietly stalking the snow-shoe hare 
between lonely aisles of bush-willow, standing 
poised and Artemis-like with her arrow-tip 
drawn tensely back to her cheek-bone, the 
sense of her loveliness would break over him 
like a wave, leaving him indeterminately 
chilled and wretched and driven in on him- 
self. He was happy enough as they worked 
side by side, during the long autumn evenings, 
but he knew none of that unquestioning well- 
being which in his camp-mate amounted 
almost to intoxication. 


FE WAS under a strain which he could 

neither understand nor fathom. More 
and more he found himself watching her, 
secretly watching her, arrested by some 
momentary accident of light on her bared 
brown throat, held tense by some unconsidered 
grace of pose as she stooped over a stretching- 
frame, stabbed as sharply as with a knife 
blade by the beauty of her idly brooding eyes, 
as she crooned above their camp-fire. During 
the quietness of the night, when he heard her 
turn on her bunk-bed made of wattled willow 
and poplar-poles, the sound of such move- 
ments filled him with a trouble which he dared 
not articulate. And once, when he unex- 
pectedly invaded the cabin and saw her stand- 
ing bare-shouldered above the fawn-skin 
slip she was warming at the fire, he turned and 
fled to the woods, walking on and on without 
sense of direction or destination, walking on 
at a great pace to keep thought away, until 
warned by the lameness of his foot that he was 
fatiguing himself for nothing. 

He grew thinner as the season advanced, 
and a newer restlessness showed in his move- 
ments. If his wilderness mate detected any 
changes in him, she did not comment upon 
them. She walked, to all intents and pur 
poses, satisfied with what life was giving her. 
If, after an exceptionally happy day with 
Grimshaw in the open, she sat before the 
hearth-fire with the air of a child hugging a 
secret to her breast, that secret, whatever it 
may have been, remained her own. 

She was happy. And happiness, in her 
straitened philosophy of life, stood the final 
gift of fearlessness. She was not without the 
impression, in fact, that she had earned this 
happiness, that she had achieved it through 
her own secret readjustments. For, when all 
was said and done, everything about her was 
not idyllic. She was still surrounded by 
countless anxieties and cruelties. There was 
Fear always in the shadows, fanged and prowl- 
ing forms, skulking marauders, timber- 
wolves to distress her homeward steps, and 
the night-call of a stalking wildcat to chill her 
blood. There were owls to visit their snares 
and wolverines to rob their traps. There was 
blood to be faced, elbow-deep, after a kill, 
with a carcass to cut up and a hide to dress. 

And in her own more intimate life there 
were deprivations too great to be entirely 
overlooked, roughnesses of raiment and the 
incompetencies of household makeshifts and 
the absence of those countless small luxuries 
with which life had once so prodigally sur- 
rounded her. But she consoled herself with 
the thought that she still had the essentials 
of life. Just as, during this wilderness exile, 
she had become an enforced meat-eater, and 
in doing so had found her teeth and tissue and 
sinew take on the strength of the carnivorous, 
so, in another way, her spirit had adjusted 
itself to some sturdier diet and had grown 
stronger through what it had been denied. 


HIS, however, did not altogether account 

for the winy intoxication of happiness that 
filled her body. There was nothing, she began 
to feel, that could account for it. So she 
accepted it, as one accepts good weather. She 
accepted it, without more self-probings, as a 
part of the ghostly splendor of the season. 
It could not last, perhaps. But while it lasted 


it was wonderful to behold. It had come op 
her, whatever it was, as quietly and as unex. 
pectedly as a deer breaking cover, not witha 
crushing and crashing burst of speed, but 
wondering-eyed through gently parting green. 
ery, incredibly silent, incredibly gentle, s 
that she had not the will to raise a hand 
against an intruder so fragile. 

Sometimes, it is true, the ghostly shadow of 
a ghostly fear troubled her. As the days 
shortened and the season advanced, the polar 
displays of the northern lights increased jn 
volume and vividness, often touching the 
wondering girl into an awe which stood 
framework for that silent inner fear of hers. 
One night, as she stood watching the pomp and 
majesty of the intermingling colors along the 
northern horizon, counter-marching pennons 
and banners of gold and rose and orange and 
opal paling down to glacial green, she called 
Grimshaw to her side to see the lights. 

“They rather frighten me,’ she acknowl. 
edged, as she linked her fingers over his arm 
He sighed deeply. 

“They are very beautiful.” he finally 
admitted. ; 

“But why should they make me feel so 
small and lonesome?” she asked of the man at 
her side. 

‘““Because we are small and _ lonesome,” 
he averred, with his gaze not on the wavering 
lights but on the questioning limpid pools 
of her upturned eyes. 

“Yes,” she abstractedly agreed, after a 
silence, ‘‘we are terribly alone, aren’t we?” 

‘““A thousand miles of emptiness, between 
them and us,” he said in little more than a 
whisper. ‘Cold and silence, right to the Pole, 
and just you and I, alone, in this pitiful little 
circle of warmth!” 

He stood staring out, unconscious of her 
quiet movement of withdrawal and the second 
huddling movement, almost a shiver, that 
passed through her body. 

‘“Let’s shut it out!’’ she cried in a slightly 
strangled voice, as she drew Grimshaw in 
under the lintel and swung the rough-timbered 
door back against the frame. But neither of 
them spoke. Her hand still rested on his 
worn buckskin sleeve, where it slipped down 
inch by inch until her fingers were clamped 
within the grasp of his great hand. She looked 
up, startled, at a half-articulate cry in his 
throat, a cry strangely touched with want, 
with protest, with despair. He caught her up, 
the next moment, with a savagery that was as 
sudden as it was unexpected, and half twisted 
and half flung her about until her body was 
pressed against the rough edge of their lodge- 
table. There the huge leather-clad arms 
wrapped themselves about her, crushing her 
close to him, pinioning her panting breast 
against his own panting breast while he kissed 
her, ruthlessly, abandonedly, on her relaxed 
and unresponding lips. He even lifted her 
from her feet, holding her without effort as 
he buried his face in the soft hollow of her 
throat. 


HAT movement, so oddly sustained, 

puzzled her beyond words, until, with the 
passing moments, she found her shoulder 
wet with his tears and felt faint convulsive 
movements of his body which told her he was 
sobbing there. 

Then slowly, with her hands in his hair, 
she lifted his shamed head up to the light. 
She held his face to the wavering firelight, 
tenderly, between her two hands, staring long 
and pityingly into the eyes made haggard by 
remorse. 

It had come and gone, a storm out of the 
silence. Slowly his arms relaxed and fell to 
his side. 

“You'll hate me for this!” he gasped. 
“You hate me now.” 

“No, no,” she said in a voice so small it 
seemed almost a dove-coo. ‘‘I don’t hate 
you. I couldn't do that. But I think I’m 
beginning to understand you.” 

He winced perceptibly before a gesture 
from her that had much of the maternal in it. 

‘But I don’t even understand myself,” he 
protested, puzzled by the quiet radiance o 
her face. 

“T know you don’t. And that’s why you 
make it so hard for yourself. You're still 
afraid of life, just as I am, but in such an 
entirely different way. It’s love that youre 
afraid of, this thing that can spring on you 
out of the dark, and take you by the throat. 
And it does that because you're denying it its 
right to live.” 

‘But it has no right to live,” cried the man 
beside her. 

‘Well, it lives, at any rate. And the more 
we come to know the cold and desolation, 
out here, the more we'll hunger for its warmth, 
for that little fire to stoop over when we've 80 
terribly little left. But what I’m afraid of, 
dearest, is something so different. I’m more 
afraid of life slipping away from us, of slowly 
growing meaningless. I’m afraid of being 
cramped and cooped up by a lot of precau- 
tions and timidities and taboos that are 

(Continued on page 03) 
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are warmed by boilers which 
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There is a particular Ipgat Boiler for 
every size and kind of home. All you 
need to remember are these good words: 


Write on a post-card your name 
and address and the number of 
rooms in your house. Let us tell 
you, by return mail, about the 
IDEAL Boiler which is designed 
for just such a house as yours, 
and how it will pay for itself in 
the fuel it saves. Address cither 
office below. 
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supposed to keep evil away but only succeed 
in keeping life itself away. For it’ s only once, 
after all, we can live—and there’s so much to 
lose, when we die. And it’s only once that 
love comes to life, real love, the love that 
makes everything else like straws on the 
wind.” 

He made a gesture of helplessness, in no 
way quietened by these words. 

‘I don’t think you're helping me very 
much,” he cried with a note of bitterness. 

I don’t think I can help you. And I don’t 
think I want to. For when -we pass the fron- 
tiers of pain we ought to step into the country 
of pe ace 

‘What do you mean by that?” he asked. 





Gn sat silent for several minutes. 

‘“You once said that out here we could 
never be far wrong when we followed the 
Indian. And there are times when I feel we’re 
trying to be too civilized. We still keep those 
old chains of social habit and tribe fetish 
dragging at our heels. We’re trying to be so 
unnecessarily respectable. We're still think- 
ing in the foolish old forms that have nothing 
whatever to do with the way we're living. 
We're— 

“You're not arguing for mating as an In- 
di an would mate?”’’ demanded Grimshi LW 

““How would an Indian mate?” she asked, 
untroubled by the harshness of his voice. 

‘That would vary with the various tribes,” 
was the other’s answer, after a moment of 
thought. ‘There would be isolation and 
ritual bathing. A flour cake would be baked 
and divided between the bride and groom. 
Or two arrows, broken for the purpose, might 
be spliced together. That, of course, is to 
signify the new union. Then the marriage 
would be publicly proclaimed. Sometimes, 
in fact, it’s done in writing. I’ve even seen a 
buck and squaw tattooed, announcing the one 
to be the mate of the other.” 

“Oh, I like that!” cried the brooding-eyed 
woman beside the hearth-fire. “You could 
tattoo on my shoulder, in mulberry-colored 
letters, ‘I am the wife of Shomer Grimshaw.’ 
And somewhere on you, where it could never, 
never be changed, would have to be the words: 
‘I am the husband of Claire Endicott.’ That 
would make it seem so final and authentic.” 

‘“‘ Authentic,” he contended, ‘only to our- 
selve hag 

‘But even though we had to consider other 
people, people who read their morning paper 
and pay taxes, wouldn’t a contract like that 
be really legal? Wouldn't that make us be- 
long to each other, for ever and ever? Isn’t 
that just about wh: at our American common- 
law marriages are? 

I am not an American,” he reminded her. 

‘Then what is the law of your country?” 
Pe asked. 

He explained, that in so far as he understood 
it, English law accepted as valid a foreign mar- 
riage duly solemnized according to the lex 
loci, provided it resulted in a monogamous 
union. 

“You wouldn’t want more than me, would 
you?” she startled him by inquiring. 

‘T think I'd always ask for be auty and 
dignity, in a rite like that,” was his slowly 
enunciated reply. 

‘But isn’t the beauty and dignity put there 
by the people who take part in the rite?”’ she 
quietly inquired. ‘‘And think of the wed- 
dings we’ve seen back in our world—could 
anything be more barbaric and foolish and 
me vaningless? ‘ 

‘They’ve endured, I suppose, because they 
serve a purpose of their own.’ 

“But with us—what purpose could they 
serve?” 

‘None whatever,” he said after another of 
his meditative silences. 

‘Then that’s the way I think we ought to 
be married,” she announced. And it was only 
the silence, prolonging itself between them, 
that finally caused her to look up. 

‘L was wondering if that’s the way your 
a would prefer to see us married,” he 
said, as his glance met hers. And it was her 
turn to sit silent. 

‘Do you love me?” she asked, with her 

uict eyes once more studying his face. 

‘More than life itself!’ 

She smiled, in spite of herself, at the sol- 

emnity of his words. 

‘But there’s something you're vaguely 
afraid of?” she prompted. 

‘I want to protect you,” 

‘From what?” 

‘From a world that would never unde r- 
stand, that would never be charitable.’ 

“W hy are you so afraid of that world?” 
‘My past has taught me to be afraid of it.’ 
‘Ah, your past!”’ she said, as a! watched 

him add fresh wood to their fire. ‘‘ You have 
told me so little about that.” 

‘It doesn’t seem to count, out here.” 

“But if we’re to live and die here, alone 
she began, and broke off with one of her un- 
interpretable small gestures. 

‘That’s the one thing wecan’t be certain of.” 


he conc eded. 


(To be concluded in the 


“But if in some way we broke through to 
our old world, you wouldn’t feel the same 
toward me? You wouldn’t care for me as you 
say you do?” 

“I'd rather be here, with you, than back in 
that world without you.” 

She turned on him with an upward move- 
ment of the hands that translated itself into a 
gesture of ende -arment. 

““T wonder,” she said in a dreamy intona- 
tion, as she faced the rising hearth-flames, 
““how I’m ever to repay you for what you’ve 
done for me? For what you saved me from? 
For all the loyalty and service and tenderness 
you’ve given me? For what y ou lost and suf- 
fered through my foolishness? ‘ 

“You have repaid me!” 

“Tn what way? 

“By just being you—by just being here.” 

She turned on him, more impulsively this 
time, and drew his face down to hers, pressing 
it to her shoulder with a convulsive little gasp 
of happiness that both quickened his pulse and 
brought a look of trouble to his eyes. Then 
she drew slowly back from him, as though 
the specter of something unforeseen had also 
crept in between her and her happiness. 

“You speak of protecting me from the 
world,” she broke the silence by saying, “‘but 
do you realize how it’s already too late for 
that? My good name's gone, forever. We've 
stood naked in this wilderness, side by side. 
We’ ve lived here together, alone. We've lived 
under the same roof, and slept side by side at 
night. And what will the world you’re so 
afraid of say to that?” 

“We can face that when it comes,” he 
slowly asserted. ‘‘ And it will be easier to face 
if we know our hands and hearts are clean.” 


rt: sat in silence, thinking this over. 

‘You are right,” she finally acknowl- 
edged, without turning her face from the fire. 

“You are right, only I need your strength to 
make me see it. A woman, in some way, is so 
different. She seems to live so much more in 
her feelings. And sometimes, at night, I feel 
that terrible sense of isolation, of being unut- 
terably alone in an unutterably lonely silence. 
I feel it so keenly that it seems to shut off my 
breath and smother me. Yet I don’t think I’d 
ever have that, if I felt your arm about me, 
just a warm, sustaining human arm to re- 
mind me there was something breathing, 
something alive and consc ious, between me 
and the wile lerness. I’ve— 

“Don’t!” interrupted the man beside her, 
with w hat was almost a gasp of pain. 

“But it’s true. And we shouldn’t be afraid 
of the truth. One night, after lying awake for 
what seemed an eternity, I felt that I couldn’t 
stand it any longer. It seemed crushing me, 
the silence and everything. I got up and 
groped my way toward your bunk. I was 
going to wake you up and tell you I was cold 
and frightened. I didn’t care any more. I 
suppose I was hysterical. I must have been 
that way. For when | lifted the elk-skin, to 
step into your little sleeping-room, I thought 
I saw my mother there, barring the way. My 
poor mother, all in white. And she’s been 
dead, for years!” 

There was a dewing of moisture on Grim- 
shaw’s dark brow as he rose to his feet. He 
walked to the cabin door, wheeled slowly 
about, and returned to the fire. There he 
stood with his eyes staring into space. 

“It was the same thing,” he finally admitted, 
“that happened to me. It was one night, 
weeks ago, after—after something had occurred. 
I couldn’t sleep. But I could hear you breath- 
ing. I'd a longing to be nearer you, to see 
you, to touch you. I fought it, for an hour. 
But in the end it conquered me. It seemed 
like a chain, dragging me, that power that 
drew me toward your sleeping-place. And 
when I got to the entrance there was the same 
figure, a white arm stretched out across the 
elk-skin curtain, holding it in place.” 

He stared down at the intent dark face 
looking up into his. He could see a little of the 
color ebb away from it. 

“What does it mean?”’ she asked, a quaver 
in her voice, as her hand sought his. 

‘It means,” he said with an odd gesture of 
humility as he pressed her hand against his 
lips, ‘that life is deeper than ourown feelings.” 

She stood up beside him, looking about with 
widened eyes, like a child uncertain of its 
surroundings. Then she shrank in closer to 
him, clinging to him, as though in need of the 
sustaining thought of his strength. 

Unwilled his arms closed about her and she 
lay in his ample clasp, quieted and consoled. 
She lay there until she heard a sudden sound 
out of the night, high above them. It re- 
minded her startlingly of Milt Bisnett’s motor 
horn, in the old days, sounding from the East 
Drive of Hillcrest 

‘What's that?”’ she asked as the sound was 
repeated, again and again And Grimshaw 
was able to smile down at the startled wonder 
in her eyes 

“Those are the wild geese, going south,”’ he 
told her 
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satisfaction in imagining others less happy 
than he. 

Still, it was an arid satisfaction, in this 
perfumed atmosphere of love and passion, 
with a honey-golden moon rising like Venus 
from the wine-purple sea. He thought that 
he would go into the Casino and risk a few 
thousand francs, enough for a little flutter of 
excitement. 


E HAD come to Monte Carlo three days 
ago and secured his admission both to the 
Cercle Privé in the Casino, and to the Sporting 
Club across the way. He had strolled through 
them all, of course, and had listened to a con- 
cert; but somehow he hadn’t been in the mood 
to gamble. It had seemed too obvious a thing 
to do. Besides, he had been too restless to 
take an interest in winning or losing a lot of 
red, blue or yellow counters, or even the more 
valuable gray ‘“‘savons.” At last, however, his 
restlessness was drawing him into the haunt 
of the most restless spirits on a _ restless 
earth. 

It was still early in the year for Monte. 
The “high season” wasn’t due till after Jan- 
uary first, and Christmas had yet to be cele- 
brated. It was, in fact, the twenty-second of 
December. (By George, now he thought of it, 
Floss’s birthday and their wedding anniver- 
sary!) He had left an advance order at Tif- 
fany’s for this date as well as for Christmas; 
still he ought to have sent a cable perhaps, 
though she would prefer to forget her birth- 
days—if it weren’t for the jewels and checks 
they evoked. 

Well, it was too late now! Reminders sent 
the ad after the fair were better not sent 
at all! 

Neither the Atrium nor the Rooms fre- 
quented by the ordinary public were crowded, 
still less the Private Club, with its soothing 
pale-green draperies, its Napoleonic golden 
bees, and all its Empire decorations paid for 
by the rich. 

Sandlands paused at the first table for 
roulette. The variety in the wheel appealed 
to him more than the comparative monctony 
of trente et quarante. He had no intention of 
settling down to a steady game, though there 
were two or three unoccupied chairs. He 
meant to play on some number en plein—any 
number that occurred to him. If he had luck, 
he would stick to this table. If not, he would 
stroll on to another. 


HY not choose zero, he thought. There 

was an idea that croupiers were instructed 
to try and “bring up” zero as often as possi- 
ble, it being /’ami de la maison (friend of the 
house). It was supposed, also, that often the 
effort succeeded, the croupiers raking in all the 
money of those not ‘‘on”’ zero, or on the simple 
chances where a stake remained for the next 
throw of the ball, or could be divided if a 
player were prudent. 

Zero lost; and twenty-two—noir, pair, et 
passe —Wwas spun. 

A murmur rose among the seated players 
and those, like Sandlands, grouped behind the 
sixteen chairs: in English “By Jove, twenty- 
two again!” In French: “Encore ce sacré 
vingt deux!” 

Evidently twenty-two had been repeating 
at this table beyond its average; but Eugene 
(who had picked up the game in certain New 
York clubs) noticed that only one gambler 
was being paid for the number en plein. None 
other had followed the fortune of twenty-two 
by staking upon it. Players who had gained 
on the throw of the little ivory “pill” were 
merely on the carré, the dozen, the column, 
or the color. 

One person only had staked on twenty- 
two in all its qualities, and, Eugene imagined, 
must have played in maximums, judging by 
the enormous sums counted out by an expert 
croupier and pushed across the table. 

The lucky one sat raking in his gains, his 
head down, so that from Sandlands’ position 
diagonally opposite, his face was invisible. 
The light fell on his smoothly brushed, ash- 
blond hair, and the hands sorting bank-notes, 
or counters (which would have been gold 
Louis or plaques “before the war’) were 
sensitive and artistic. 


HERE was something vaguely familiar 

about that bent head and those hands. 
Whose image was it that they brought floating 
back from far away, across the waters of 
forgetfulness? 

Eugene asked himself this question without 
much interest, but suddenly the man raised 
his head, preparing to stake again. 

‘Good God, Bob Seymour!” Sandlands 
almost blurted out the name aloud. But, of 
course, it couldn’t be Bob Seymour. It must 
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over the new Paris models for spring. 


be a remarkable likeness, or else this was a son 
of Bob’s. Bob himself wasn’t more than a 
year younger than Eugene, his one-time friend, 

That would make him forty-nine. Besides, 
men driven by disappointed love to disappear 
as if swallowed up by the sea had, as a rule, 
been swallowed up by something just as 
deadly as a tidal wave: dissipation. The years 
made them bloated or haggard, or both. They 
became derelicts. 

This man was no derelict. Not only did he 
look immaculate in his well-cut though per 
haps slightly old-fashioned evening clothes, 
but he looked happy. And though he was 
more mature than Bob had been at twenty- 
six, three and twenty years ago (Bob had been 
chaffed for his boyishness then, and perhaps 
it was one cause of his losing Floss Fennell), 
the lucky gambler had the air of being from 
thirty to thirty-five, no more. 

“Have I forgotten Bob’s features in all 
these years, or is this chap as much like him 
as I think?”’ Sandlands wondered. ‘Hm! 
A son would look even younger: couldn't be 
more than twenty-two at most—a mere lad. 
This is no lad, but a man at the best of his life 
Must be a chance resemblance—sort of 
double, like you read of in novels! Shows it 
can happen. Nature repeats—the way num 
bers do at roulette. Couldn't be Bob himself- 
unless he’s been Steinached.” 

“Le jeu est fait. Rien n’va plus,”’ announced 
the bored voice of the man at the wheel, as it 
slowed and the ball began to decide itself. 

“Vingt deux, noir, pair, et passe!” 


EOPLE laughed and exclaimed. An an 

noyed Frenchman called twenty-two un 
cochon. 

“What asses we all were not to stake on the 
beastly thing!”’ grumbled an Englishman to a 
pretty woman who, like Sandlands, had lost 
twice on zero. ‘This is the third time in ten 
spins. Who'd have dreamed it would—” 

“We might have dreamed, with that man 
at the table!” said the woman. “I remember, 
now I look at him, he’s the one that all the 
croupiers call ‘Twenty-two.’ It seems he 
never plays on anything else. But he has 
some sort of system, they say: plays three 
times for repeats and if he gets them goes 
away.” 

‘“He’s won twice on the number and every- 
thing round it, since I’ve been here,” remarked 
the Englishman. ‘“‘Let’s wait and see what 
he does next. No one in his senses would risk 
twenty-two again!” 

This, however, was what the namesake of 
twenty-two deliberately did, and—sense or no 
sense—his audacity was rewarded. For the 
third time in succession the ball fell into the 
black pocket of number twenty-two. 

As quietly as before, the winner sorted his 
gains, without smiling or glancing round at his 
fellow players whose eyes, without exception, 
were fixed upon him. He hardly seemed con- 
scious of their presence, but had the air of 
a person alone with pleasant though not excit- 
ing thoughts. There was, ‘ Sandlands fancied, 
an absent-mindedness in the way he stufied 
counters and notes into the pockets of his 

“smokings,” ruining their neat effect, and 
then pushed back his chair, walking away with 
a light, springing step as if he kept time to 
music which no one else could hear. 


UGENE had lost all interest in the game. 

He was tingling with curiosity about the 
man who had gone; and though he was, as 
a rule, almost painfully reserved with 
strangers, he could not resist speaking to 
the Englishman who had ceased, in his dis- 
gust, to play. 

““Beg pardon—think you're at my hotel- 
the Paris,” Sandlands ventured. “Do you 
happen to know the name of that gentleman?’ : 

The other smiled good-naturedly. ‘*Twen- 
ty-two?” 

“T heard this lady call him that—but his 
real name, I mean. Looks like a fellow I used 
to know in New York—— 

The pretty woman chimed i in, with the cam- 
araderie of the Casino: ‘‘ He’s quite a mysteri- 
ous creature,” she smiled. “I doubt if the 
croupiers could tell you a name except Twenty- 
two. He’s been here so long they've forgot- 
ten the other. But you could find out if you 
didn’t mind a little trouble. I’ve heard that he 
lives just above Monte, in a villa on some hill 
or other, may be inside the limits of Monaco 
or may be over the border in France. You 
know how one street or road can be France 
and another close by, Monaco! Probably the 
famous Fleury at our hotel could tell you all 
about Monsieur Twenty-two.” 

“Thanks, thanks very much!”’ stammered 
Sandlands, bowing; and, slightly embarrassed, 
he moved away. (Continued on page 96) 
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When he had reclaimed his hat and coat 
he hurried out into the Place du Casino, 
seeking in the star-siivered darkness the tall, 
slight form of Twenty-two. He stared in the 
direction of the gay, oriental-looking Café de 
Paris, where music played and crowds of peo- 
ple defied the Riviera “evening chill.” He 
stared at his own hotel, whose glass doors 
revolved every instant; he stared down the hill 
toward the Condamine; he stared up the 
straight length of the flower-scented, petrol- 
perfumed gardens where a long row of auto- 
mobiles were “parked”’ under the palms. 

No figure resembling that of Twenty-two, 
with its individual walk, could be seen. 

Sandlands crossed the Place into the 
Hotel de Paris, and a few minutes later was 
almost timidly questioning the manager about 
a person supposed to have lived for some time 
in the neighborhood, an habitué of the Casino, 
and nicknamed for his preferred number at 
roulette. 

Ah, yes! Monsieur Fleury had heard of 
this gentleman. Quite a recluse, except for 
his play and his fondness for concert and 
opera. He made no friends, not even ac- 
quaintances, and lived alone in a very old villa 
which had belonged in ancient times to a 
noble Monegasque family, now extinct. It 
was called Villa Hercule, in honor of the first 
discoverer of the Rock, the demi-god Her- 
cules himself. As for the name of this Mon- 
sieur, Anglais ou A mericain, it was—was—but 
—but a name very easy to forget, Richards, or 
Roberts, or something of the sort. 

Not Seymour! So that was that. But it 
only stayed “that,” till the following night. 
The man was in the Cercle Privé again, play- 
ing for all he was worth on twenty-two, and 
winning, though not so sensationally as be- 
fore; and the more Eugene stared, the more 
this Richards or Roberts looked like Bob 
Seymour. He looked so much like him, 


indeed, that he could not be a Roberts or 
Richards. He must be a Seymour of some 
generation. 


When Twenty-two finished his game, Sand- 
lands with almost absurd excitement flung 
himself between the light figure and the door. 
A pair of absent-minded gray eyes, under the 
arched dark brows and long lashes of a dreamer 
or artist, gazed through rather than at the 
somewhat withered face of the New Yorker. 
There was not the faintest flicker of recogni- 
tion. 

Can’t be Bob!” Eugene thought again. 
‘*He'd show that he knew me even if he was 
out to give me the cut direct. And yet, yet— 
I'm jinxed if he’s not some relation. 


HY but determined, Sandlands followed, 

and caught the other up as he was exchang- 
ing a small met al disk for a hat. 

‘Excuse me!’’ Eugene exclaimed. “You 
look so much like an old friend of mine, I can’t 
resist the temptation of speaking. I come 
from New York, and my name is Sandlands.” 

The delicate-featured face, surprised at 
first, lit up with pleasure, unmistakable 
pleasure. 

‘Eugene!’ exclaimed Monsieur Vingt- 
Deux of the Villa Hercule. And Sandlands was 
stabbed through with an electric shock. The 
voice was the voice of Bob Seymour. 

They were shaking hands, but E ugene was 
unable to speak. He was experiencing a 
brain storm. Good Lord, it was Bob, a Bob 
who really had passed him by without recog- 
nition, showing how he had changed, and who 
was sincerely charmed to see him, though 
twenty-three years ago—when last they had 
met—he had broken Bob’s heart. 

It was Seymour who spoke first. 

‘Dear old man!” he said genially, 
delightful Southern drawl. 

Sandlands forced a smile: “That's what I 
am!"" he grimaced. “An old man or you 
wouldn't have passed me by for a stranger. 


in his 


“Well, we haven't seen each other for 
twenty-three years, just twenty-three and 
two days, to be exact,”’ the other apologized, 
with the smile of long ago—a smile of the days 
before he introduced Eugene Sandlands to the 
girl he was engaged to, Floss Fennell 

How the dickens do you recall dates like 


that?’’ Sandlands wanted to know. He was 
like a man in a dream. 
‘This is December twenty- third. Don’t 


you remember?” asked Seymour. ‘‘ You and 
she were married on her birthday, the twenty- 
second. I had left New York the day before.” 

“Oh—ah—er—yes,”’ Sandlands stammered. 
But Seymour was not confused, nor did he 
seem in the least resentful. He spoke of the 
past in a thoughtful, gentle way that was at 
the same time matter of fact and vaguely 
tender. Hurrying to change the subject, 
Eugene blundered on: “You have hardly 
altered, Bob. You don’t look a day over 
thirty. For the love of Eliza, what have you 
done to yourself?’ 

Seymour laughed. ‘I expect it was love— 
though not the love of Eliza—which has kept 
me much about the same. You see, I’ve been 
so happy! Perhaps few men have been given 


as much happiness as I’ve had in the last 
twenty-three—no, not quite that time: | 
couldn’ t pull my self together just at first—but 
let’ s say for ne arly twenty-three years. 

“By George!” Eugene thought. “Bob got 
over it pretty quick after all! Evidently he 
married.” 

“T’'m glad of that—glad of that,” he splut- 
tered. ‘‘Have you lived at Monte a long 
time?” 

“T bought an old villa just above this place 
almost at once after I arrived—and that was 
directly after I cut my moorings on the other 
side,”’ said Seymour calmly. ‘I came—well, 
[ came as many others come—to try and for- 
get. Monte Carlo has as good a reputation 
for helping one to do that, you know, as the 
Waters of Lethe. But—once here, I—/ound 
myself. Things changed with me, entirely, 
T ve been wonderfully happy!’ 

“Splendid—splendid!” mumbled — Sand- 
lands. ‘‘ You—you don’t bear me any grudge, 
Bob?” His lips were slightly dry. 


HE other didn’t seem to have heard. He 

wasn’t listening. He was thinking of some- 
thing else: his wonderful corr perhaps. 

“By the way,” he said, “I did one rather 
foolish thing, perhaps—but it was in the first— 
fever, shall I call it? I ran away from things 
without any fixed plan, except that I never 
wanted to go back. I wanted to drop out of 
life, in fact—without any scandal. Monte 
Carlo is a good place to do that in, too. I 
took another name. I had my money (enough 
to live on, though no fortune like yours was, 
even then. You’ve probably doubled it by 
now!) transferred out here to Darek Roberts. 
My middle name is Darek, after an English 
uncle who left me everything he had—nearly 
everything I have; for I was no_ business 
genius, you know, Eugene. I wanted to bean 
artist—if my father would have let me.’ 

“I remember,” said Sandlands, and remem- 
bered, too, how silly and effeminate it had 
seemed to him in old days that a man should 
wish to be an artist. He had laughed at Bob 
with Floss; and there, perhaps, had been the 
beginning of the end. She was a girl who 
couldn’t stay loyal to one who was laughed at! 

“So Roberts I remained,” went on Bob. 
“Tt didn’t matter! I’ve been bothered by 
very few people out of the past—none of the 
old gang. Oh, I don’t mean that T m not glad 
to see you. I am, very glad.” 

“You don’t hate me, then?” 
tured. 

This time Bob heard. 


Eugene ven- 


“Good heavens, no!’ 


he said. ‘I feel most kindly to you. That's 
—well, that’s part of the secret. 
“Oh, there is a secret, then?’ Sandlands 


almost chuckled now. The constraint was 
gone. He said to himself slyly that, after all, 
Bob wasn’t married. The lady in the case 

“Yes, there is a secret,"’ Seymour confessed. 
“To me it is the most beautiful, the most 
exquisite secret possible for a human being to 
have. I’m not sure it isn’t unique. I don't 
know enough about other men’s lives to say.” 

“*T—I suppose I mustn’t ask you to invite 
me to your villa, then?’’ Sandlands stumbled, 
and was shocked at his own inadvertence. 
Bob would be furious! 

But Bob wasn’t. He was only reflective. 

“I'd like to invite you,” he said. ‘I'd like 
it very much—only—no, I suppose it wouldn't 
do! You might—why, you might even want 
to kill me. And I shouldn’t like things to end 
up in that way between us, E ugene. = 

Sandlands was dumfounded. “Want to 
kill you?” he echoed. ‘*Why, what can you 
mean?” (He wondered if Bob was insane.) 
“I’m broadminded. I’m a man of the world. 
Nothing in your villa where you’re so happy 
could shock me. I—” 

Bob laughed. ‘‘Oh, I see what’s in your 
mind! Never were you so mistaken. It isn’t 
a question of ‘shock.’ It’s a question of 
whether you would resent. But it’s very diffi- 
cult to explain. In fact, I don’t think I can 
explain. I’m afraid [ must give up the pleasure 
—it would be a pleasure!—of showing you the 
Villa Hercule. I never have shown it to any 
man, nor any woman, either, except my house- 
keeper, and she doesn’ t understand anything 
except her ménage, her cuisine. But you are 
different. You're the only person I would 
wish to show what the Villa Hercule holds— 
except Florence, your wife. But you are the 
last person I could let see it!’ 

“On account of—the secret?” 
lands. 

“On account of the secret.” 

‘For God’s sake show it to me, if there’s 
happiness - there!” The words burst from 
Eugene. “I need a little happiness, even i 
it belongs to another man. 

Bob looked at him, grieved. 
happy?” 

“No. Not for years! Perhaps—in a way— 

I owe it to you as a debt to tell you that. It’s 
your revenge. y 

‘But [ don’t want any revenge. If theres 
a debt, I owe it to you—to you and Florence. 
I owe you both my happiness.” 

(Continued on page 98) 
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It ruined her e 


OMETHING that she had overheard quite by acci- 
dent—several men talking about her when they didn’t 
know she was near. 

Surely this sort of thing couldn’t be true of her—and 
yet she had heard them with her own ears! 

She couldn’t get home fast enough. Nor could she 
explain to her escort why she was so upset. She felt only 
like bursting into tears—which she did the moment she 
was alone. 

That’s the insidious thing about halitosis (unpleasant breath). You, 
yourself, rarely know when you have it. And even your closest friends 
won't tell you. 


ntire evening 


Sometimes, of course. halitosis comes from some deep-seated organic 


disorder that requires professional advice. But usually—and fortu- 
nately—halitosis is only a local condition that yields to the regular use 
of Listerine as a mouth wash and gargle. It is an interesting thing that 
this well-known antiseptic that has been in use for years for surgical 
dressings, possesses these unusual properties as a breath deodorant. 

It halts food fermentation in the mouth and leaves the breath sweet, 
fresh and clean. Not by substituting some other odor but by really 
removing the old one. The Listerine odor itself quickly disappears 


So the systematic use of Listerine puts you on the safe and polite side. 


Your druggist will supply you with Listerine. He sells lots of it. It 
has dozens of different uses as a safe antiseptic and has been trusted 
such for a half a century. Read the interesting little booklet that comes 
with every bottle.—Lambert Pharmacal Company, Saint Louis, U. S. A. 
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Fashion Period 1865 after an old Daguervreotype Drawing by Edward A. Wilson 


“When Grandmother 
was Young 


With what loving care our grandmothers selected 
silk for a gown. Silk was a luxury then and they 
demanded of it not only beauty to delight the eye 
but a fine texture that critical fingers could approve. 


Back in the sixties, grandmother chose Belding’s 
Silks for the same reason you choose them now—be- 
cause they possess the rare quality of enduring beauty 

Belding’s are pure dyed silks, preserving all the 
strength of the original silk filament, and guaranteed 
to wear long and well without cracking or splitting. 


No difference in price can compensate for your 
disappointment with poor silk—be sure to find 
the name Belding’s in the selvage before you buy 
—whether it be for gowns, linings, or lingerie. 


Belding Bros, & Company, 


belding's 


c Fabrics, Gmbroidery, Spool Silks 
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ZERO AND TWENTY-TWO 


C. N. and A. M. 


Williamson’ 


Story 


(Continued from page 06) 


“T don’t—understand!” Eugene stam- 
mere od. 
You would understand —in the villa.” 
Take me there!’ 
‘**Let’s go for a walk on the terrace,’ 


mour suggested. ‘‘We can talk. 


’ Sey- 


HEY went out upon the terrace, where 

Sandlands had prowled the night before, 
envying those who had youth and love; those 
who, unlike himself, ‘belonged in the pic- 
ture. 

There were lovers on the terrace now, and 
the moon was up, but Eugene had something 
else to think of. He had to know Bob Sey- 
mour’s secret—the secret of the Villa Hercule. 

** May I ask you a question?” Seymour ven- 
tured. ** From what you said, that you hadn’t 
been happy for years, I—I . did you lose 
Florence, Eugene?” 

Sandlands’ voice was grim as he answered: 

‘Not by death -nor divorce. But—TI lost her 
all right, all right!” 

You mean?’ 7 

“Oh, what most men of my age, married as 
long as I’ve been, would say if they told the 
truth, I'll bet. We slave for these dear crea- 
tures, and that’s about all we get out of it. 
They take us for granted, the way they take 
the ground under their feet, and treat us much 
the same way. We're the Universal Providers, 
and they’re the Queens. They expect us to 
go on year after year, being faithful to them: 
and more than half of us are, through habit 
more than anything else. Habit! Oh, my 

God, habit! It squeezes the juice out of life, 
and leav es us dry.” 

* But,’ broke in Seymour, 
you? She—” 

**Has forgotten what love means, except for 
a nasty, moth-eaten little beast of a Pekingese, 
that she lugs around to her bridge parties. 
Bob, I wouldn’t say this to any one else— 
never have breathed a word; I've kept it all in. 
But I guess with some people marriage is 
the grave of love. Women shouldn't let them- 
selves get fat. If they didn’t—body and soul 

why, we might struggle along taking them 
at their own value. Bob, you need never pity 
yourself because you lost Florence. It’s I 
who /ost her, long ago—so long ago I’ve for- 
gotten what the old thrill was like.” 

‘‘But I never did lose her,”’ said Seymour. 
“Nor the thrill. Most of all, not the thrill. 
Eugene, since you've opened your heart to me 
this way, I’ll open for you the Villa Hercule. 
You'll see there, which of us two has kept 
Florence Fennell.” 

Sandlands didn’t answer. He was con- 
scious of emotion such as a would-be Mason 
may feel, when he is about to be initiated. 
He turned with Seymour, and they walked 
together until Bob hailed one of those neat 
two-horsed victorias which still rival the 
‘taxi automobile”’ at Monte Carlo. They 
drove smartly up a steep hill behind the 
crowded town, and were soon in a tranquil 
region of olive-planted terraces. 





“Florence loves 


HE cocher knew where to stop, without 

being told. No house was visible, but from 
the road a rough footpath led upward across 
the shadowed terraces. Five minutes brought 
the friends to a gate set in a wall of stone and 
plaster, washed with pink that kept its color 
under the moon; and it seemed to Sandlands 
that above this wall floated a hazy light of 
greenish blue. It was almost like an illumi- 
nated canopy suspended beneath an arbor of 
olive branches 

Seymour opened the wooden gate with a 
key; and the moment the two were shut in on 
the other side, they were in a different world. 

Eugene had not imagined the green-blue 
light. It was given out by flower-shaped 
lamps upheid by a life-sized marble nymph, 
who bathed her white feet in a fountain. The 
basin surrounding this fountain was very 
large and on its surface, ruffled with silver 
spray, moved a flotilla of fairy boats, which 
were rose petals. All round the basin crowded 
roses, and beyond the garden. immense olive 
trees dripped moonlight from their branches. 

The lamp-flowers in the two hands of the 
nymph were bunched orchids of just that rare 
green-blue which Florence Fennell had adored. 
The men who loved her and could afford it 
(no others need apply) gave her these orchids. 
She'd boasted that there wasn't a day in the 
year when she didn’t receive them! 

Whether the luminous flowers bewitched his 
fancy, or whether there was a resemblance, 
Eugene couldn’t, in that moment, be sure: 
but to his eyes the gracefully draped nymph 
had the face, the throat, the once famous love- 
liness of Florence’s young shoulders 

“You see the likeness?” Seymour said. 
“T had the nymph copied from a painting I 
did from an old sketch of mine. Do you 
remember the tableaux for some fashionable 
charity where Floss was Daphne, bathing her 
feet in a three-inch deep fountain under canvas 
olives? It was the night of her twenty-second 
birthday—the night you asked me to intro- 
duce you to her. I thought it was the most 
beautiful night of her life—till then. Well, 


out of the first big money I won here on her 
number—twenty-two—I gave her the foun 
tain, the olive- trees, and the orchids she loved 
—forever. 

Eugene had forgotten the tableaux, but the 
scene flashed back to him as if a stage curtain 
had lifted suddenly. A curious pang con- 
vulsed his heart for an instant. To keep down 
a groan, he spoke the first words that came. 

“Twenty-two? ‘Her number!’ That’s 
why you always play for it. Why do you call 
it hers?” 

“Because it’s connected with her, for me, 
in so many ways. Some of them were bitter 
at first, but for a long time they’ve all been 
sweet. They began to be sweet from the 
moment I thought of buying this old villa, and 
turning it into a shrine.’ 

““A shrine!’”’ stammered Sandlands. 

“Tt became that. And the home of my 
heart—my happiness—which nothing could 
take away from me. I had a right to that, 
hadn't I? It doesn’t make you angry?” 

“‘Good-Ged,-no!"’ Eugene-cried out. “I’m 
glad there was something I didn’t rob you of!” 

“You robbed me of nothing—nothing real. 
You shall see—you shall judge. I just told 
you how the number twenty-two was always 
coming up, in one way or other, with me and 
Florence. I met her on the twenty-second of 
the month: it was November. Then came 
that twenty-second birthday—the night of the 
tableaux. I didn’t know it then, but that was 
the night when life was planning to give her to 
me forever, through you. On the next birth- 
day, a year after you met, Florence and you 
were married. From that day the true Flor- 
ence—the ideal Florence—was mine, and will 
be mine till my death. I live for her, and my 
love of her. If she should leave this earth 
before me, it would be the same. What I have 
of her would remain. Now will you come into 
the house?”’ 


EYMOUR led the way along a path of 
ancient pebble mosaic bordered with 
Japanese iris. (Next to orchids, Floss had 
fancied iris, in the days when flowers meant 
more to her than table decorations.) The 
house was one of those box-like, yet charming 
structures loved by people of the Midi, and 
roofed with old Roman tiles the color of pot- 
pourri. The door led into a large hall paved 
with black and white marble, and lit from a 
hanging basket of alabaster filled with illu- 
minated orchids. The walls and ceiling were 
frescoed, Italian fashion, with the adventures 
of the Nymph Daphne, and a faint pervading 
perfume brought again that strange pang of 
anguish and hopeless loss to Sandlands’ heart. 
Seymour threw open the door of a room 
and switched on the electric light which 
struck a modern note in the old house. Then 
he moved aside with a gesture of invitation. 

Eugene crossed the threshold, and stopped. 
Florence faced him in all her fragile loveliness, 
as on the night when he first saw and loved the 
girl engaged to his best friend. The life-size 
portrait was so lighted that Florence as the 
nymph of the tableau stepped toward him 
from between parted curtains of her favorite 
color, that blue-green of a summer sea. The 
room was sweet with the fragrance of her 
youth, the delicate scent of iris which Florence 
in the flesh (oh, in every sense in the flesh!) 
had long ago abandoned for the perfume of 
the moment, whatever was most expensive 
and most popular. 

There was no other picture in the room, no 
other color than the color the young girl had 
loved. The flowers in crystal jars and bowls 
were irises and orchids. 

The furniture was pure Louis Quinze. 
Nowadays Florence liked Louis Seize better, 
because it was more elaborate, “‘more decora- 
tive,”’ or what she supposed to be Louis Seize. 

“Her salon,”’ said Seymour. ‘‘ Now I want 
to show you the music-room, where I play the 
piano to Florence, and the violin which I have 
learned to please her, in the last few years. 
She smiles at me with that smile no man could 
ever forget, as she listens to the old waltzes 
we danced together, and the airs she liked best 
in her favorite operas. They don’t put many 
of them on the gramophones. Perhaps it’s 
just as well. Her boudoir, too—you must see 
that; and the salle-d-manger, with one side all 
glass opening onto a terrace that looks over 
the sea. We have all our meals en (éte-d-téte. 
We never tire of each other’s society. She’s 
always so pleased when I come back to her 
from down there, with a lot of money won on 
her number, twenty-two! Luck as well as 
happiness come to me from her.” 

They went from room to room. In each 
was a life-size portrait,of Florence Fennell, in 
a different costume; an exquisite robe de 
chambre, with tints of dawn; girlish white, 
with a blue sash round a slender waist; a rid- 
ing-habit and smart hat; black velvet, without 
an ornazient, except the poor little string of 
pearls which she had given back to Bob when 
she jilted him; a fancy dress, representing an 
orchid Everywhere Florence’s flowers, vital 
and fresh; everywhere Florence’s perfume, 

(Concluded on page 100) 
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Poudres de Luxé «2° 


In handsome, specially de- 





signed, gold-finished meta! cases. 
FACE Three shades—Blanche, Rachel 
; and Naturelle. 






POWDERS PIVER’S incomparable Poudres de Luxe possess the precious 
Surpassingly soft and clinging. quality of imparting that most desired, inspired and finished touch se Ba 


In four charming shades— 


Blanche, Rosee, Rachel, and to the complexion which daintily enhances one’s natural charms. 


Naturelle 
95c the Box 


These matchless Poudres, with true French artistry—dating from LE 
1774—are delicately odeured with PIVER’S world-renowned 
Parfums of Personality, which subtly and sweetly breathe an 
aura of loveliness that clings as prettily as Romance and Youth 
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Eaux de Toilette—Eaux Vegetales—Savons— 

Talcs—Cremes—Concentres—Sels pour Bains 





Millions of boxes of PIVER’S Poudres de Luxe sold annually is 
SACHETS convincing proof of the popularity of these matchless creations. 


For Milady’s Lin- At All Good Dealers 


gerie. Exquisitely 


lasting —in all T a 2B 
PIVER odeurs. ¥ i = pP I V E. R A I n c , REFILLS 


iat sla ee ‘ ‘ : Me In Poudres and Rouges—all 
sone 118 East 16th Street, New York City enti 


Four oz. $2.15 
Chas. Baez, Selling Agent for U. S. yoc Each 
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Doors 





~At front and side 


- doors that swing open or shut at atouch. Be- 
cause of these doors the Winship is recognized 
by all who see it as the most convenient ward- 


robe trunk made. 


Unlike those trunks that open 


through the center, the Winship never scrapes 
the floor, tears the rugs, or taxes one’s strength to 
use. And -— open or shut — it stands square in 


a corner, saving floor space. 


Sold by Brooks Brothers and Altman's in New 
York and by one exclusive dealer elsewhere. 


Retail prices quoted east of the Mississippi. 


$85 $100 $125 


$150 


$500 


W. W. Winsuir & Sons, Inc. 


808 Winship Building, Utica, N. Y. 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


THOSE VERY FIRST NIGHTERS 


Percy 


Hammond’s 


Article 


(Concluded from page 53) 


they are as well versed in the sins and 
the atonements as the New York first-night 
crowd. But to the New York man of the 
the ‘ater their disapproval of an entertainment 
is as insignificant as their applause. 

I asked an American manager why he was 
so orb of an opening performance 
in Brooklyn or Newark and so obsequious 
about one across the river in New York. 

“Have not,” I inquired, ‘the Brooklyn first- 

nighters got organs, dimensions, senses, af- 
fections, passions? Are they not fed with the 
same food, interested in the same plots and 
cheered by the same songs and dances? A 
soap-maker regards a soap-user in Fort Wayne 
with as much respect as he does one from New 
York. The breakfast foods are contrived to 
nourish the suburbanite as well as the metro- 
politan. Velasquez was overjoyed when peas- 
ants liked his pictures, and Moliére read all 
his plays to his cook. Successful magazines 
and periodicals are edited and written as care- 
fully for the Lincoln Avenues as they are for 
Forty-second Street. The manufacturers of 
chewing-gums will tell you that if the flavor 
does not last in Zanesville, it will be imperma- 
nent also in Times Square. Why, then, 
should the Drama be so exclusively of New 
Y ork?’ “ 

“Well,” this impresario answered, “every- 
body connected with the theater lives in New 
York, from stars to scene painters. If they 
think of anything else than New York it is in 
terms of New York. And they think of it in 
the way they believe the New York first- 
nighters will think of it. They write, produce, 
and act to please that first-night audience, 
and they are blind to all others. If an author 
composes a rural play, it is two to one that he 
will want to have a traffic cop standing beside 
the town pump. By the way,” this manager 
added, ‘‘ perhaps you can tell me why the New 
York dramatic critics ignore a play when it is 
produced in Brooklyn, Stamford, or New 
Rochelle, and get all excited about it when it 
comes a week later to Broadway? 

Since these New York premiéres are so 
important, let us try to attend one, carefully 
passported and viséed by a regular New 
Yorker. The entertainment may be one of the 
several “Follies’’ or a more serious effort 
supervised by William A. Brady, Sam Harris, 
or A. H. Woods. We shall arrive punctually 
so that we may stand upon the curbstone and 
observe the celebrities as they approach. 
What a spectacle it is! The Mz irdi Gras, the 
Field of the Cloth of Gold, Carnival Time in 
Venice, Old Home Week in Hollywood, all in 
a night! 

Bud Fisher draws up in a limousine, fol- 
lowed a moment later by Bugs Baer and James 
Montgomery Flagg. Then a Vanderbilt, 
a couple of Astors, and a Gould or two arrive 
in taxicabs. Avery Hopwood and William 
Anthony McGuire saunter along and engage 
in deep conversation with Dr. Frank Crane 
and Rube Goldberg. Bernard M. Baruch, 
Theodore Dreiser, Claire Briggs, Odd Mcln- 
tyre, Ring Lardner, William Slaven McNutt, 
Frank A. Munsey, Harry Sinclair, Babe Ruth 
and Augustus Thomas. Who, you will ask, 
is that dejected boy on whose musical visage 
pale melancholy sits enthroned in gloom? Is 
he the composer of “Abide With Me’? 
Whereupon you will be informed that he is 
Irving Berlin, author of ‘‘Alexander’s Rag- 
time Band.” With him are the Selwyns, 
Edgar and Archibald, Martin Hermann, who 
directs the destinies of the A. H. Woods enter- 
prises, and Gene Buck, the librettist of the 
Follies. The ticket brokers come in swarms 
to estimate the values of the play. 

Ssh! The critics are approaching. Upon 
their fronts deliberation sits and princely 
counsel. The carriage-man takes Alan Dale’s 


hat and stick amid a reverential silence. 
\ cry, “Make way!” is heard and J. Rankin 
Towse appears, immersed in meditation. 
Burns Mantle and Alexander Woollcott are 
now seen, arm in arm, discussing, as they walk 
along, the ** dEdipus”’ and ‘“‘Abie’s Irish Rose.” 
They frown a little at such cheers as may be 
raised, and the demonstration is quickly sup- 
pressed. The sidewalk teems with distin- 
guished characters—dramatists, entrepreneurs, 
reviewers, executive editors, column conduc- 
tors, film stars, actors, actresses, some minor 
poets, and, no doubt, an adventuress or two. 
There they are—a brilliant entourage for the 
impending accouchement—bright and voluble 
courtiers in an anteroom awaiting the birth 
of another Broadway drama. 

The curtain goes up, and there is loud ap- 
plause for the scenery. An obscure débutante 
comes on, representing a maidservant, and 
there is another demonstration. Ovations 
follow for all the players as they enter, and 
also as they exit. Between the acts there is 
visiting and exchange of opinion concerning 
the play. Like professional critics, these lay- 
men have their pet phrases. The auditorium 
fairly sings with a chorus of “Awfully worth 
while,” and “Isn’t it adorable?” In other, 
less cultured communities the audience 
usually de SC ribes acting and the drama as 
“cute” or “cunning. 

At the intermissions we are confronted with 
an embarrassment of pleasures. Shall we re- 
main inside and watch the aisle-actors as they 
perform their modest histrionics; or shall we 
venture to the sidewalk and listen to the line- 
pullers as they pull their witty lines? Well, 
after observing for a moment a distinguished 
reviewer as he illustrates with gestures to 
a friend how Mansfield would have played 
“*Scaramouche,” let us hasten to the foyers 
and be regaled by the merry entr’acte banter 
and repartee of the First Night humorists. 
You may see Professor Brander Matthews 
w hispering to Clayton Hamilton, and you can 
imagine that he is saying, “I’m afraid it’s 
a success.”’ Or Robert Benchley remarking to 
George Jean Nathan that he likes Peggy Hop- 
kins Joyce because she has never gota nickel 
out of him. “Are you with this show?” you 
may hear John Corbin inquire of William 
Courtenay, as Mr. Courtenay emerges from 
the stage alley between the acts. ‘No,’ Mr. 
Courtenay will respond, “I’m against it.” 

But we must seek out Mr. Kelcey Allen, the 
critic of Women's Wear, for the jauntiest 
expressions of opinion. It was Mr. Allen who, 
on the opening night of Lionel Barrymore's 
debacle in ‘‘ Macbeth,” gave sententious ad- 
vice to Mr. McBride, the ticket broker. Mr 
McBride, sitting next to Mr. Allen, was won- 
dering whether or not he should buy a lot of 
seats for ‘‘Macbeth,” when the line was 
spoken, ‘Lay on, MacDuff!” 

“Lay off, McBride,” whispered Mr. Allen, 
and Mr. McBride did so, greatly to his 
profit. 

‘This is Mr. Allen,” I say, introducing you 
and hoping for the best. Whereupon Mr. 
Allen will remark: “If the guy who wrote this 
show has a lot of enemies, he’s even with 
them all.” 

The New York first-night audience is the 
Ku Klux of the drama. Its judgments are not 
final; but its shallow precepts are the frighten- 
ing creed of all the playwrights from Eugene 
O'Neill to Samuel Shipman. When, if ever, 
an American dramatist endeavors to deliber- 
ate upon a serious play, he finds this siren 
congregation looking over his shoulder and 
telling him what and what not to write. The 
Drama Leagues and the Culture Clubs should 
strive to abolish this nefarious institution, and 
succor the stage from the influences of a selfish 
insularity. 


ZERO AND TWENTY-TWO 


(Concluded from page 98) 


haunting yet elusive, evoking all the sweetness 
of his youth which, till he came to this house 
with its secret, Eugene Sandlands had 
forgotten. 

At last there was no more to see 

‘** Now you understand,”’ said Bob Seymour. 

“T understand,” echoed Eugene. 

“Why i am so ‘happy? 7 

“Tee. 

“And you don’t grudge me all this?”” Bob 
waved his hand, in a room full of books which, 
he had just explained, he read aloud to Flor- 
ence’s picture: Shakespeare, Browning, Mere- 
dith. Lucky it was not to Florence Sandlands 
that he read! She would go to sleep; and she 
slept with her mouth open, waking up with a 
little ladylike snort. 

““No,” Eugene answered, sadly. “I don't 
grudge you this madness. It isa madness, you 
know, Bob. Bats in the belfry! Crazy 
crazy!” 


“Madness to have kept Florence young and 
beautiful and sweet forever? Perhaps 
perhaps! Don’t you wish you were crazy, 
too? = 

*My God, yes Sandlands broke out. 

“Maybe if I had = I might have kept her 

as she was. 

Bob Seymour went with him only to the 
gate. The little victoria was there, waiting, 
horses and driver half asleep. 

As Eugene let himself be driven down the 
hill to Monte Carlo, where the Casino lights 
rose sparklirig above the sea like a mermaid’s 
crown of jewels, he felt that life was real 
behind that high, rose-colored wall; more real 
there than in any other place he knew. As for 
him, he had nothing. Everything worth 
owning belonged to Monsieur Twenty-two. 

‘“*T seem to have played on zero all my life,” 
he said to himself; ‘‘and even when it comes 
up, I lose!”’ , 























| TRENE CASTLE IS READY FOR SPRING 
ree of the 

delightful models 

in Corticelli Silk 





“DORIS” A delightful frock of Corticelli Satin Sa-on 
outlines its youthful tunic skirt and round neck with 
braid and embroidery in contrasting colors. Designed 
by Jesse Woolf & Co., New York. 


Posed by Irene Castle. Photos by Mishkin 


“DELYSIA” A new sports coat 
combines warmth with long grace- 
ful lines. The collar rolls becom- 
ingly close to the neck, and is 
distinguished by its unusual 
trimming, a new note of interest, 
repeated in the deep turned-back 


TRENE CASTLE selects her wardrobe for Spring! 


These three charming costumes and six others are 
now ready for you in Irene Castle Corticelli Fashions. 
Like all Irene Castle models they touch the very newest 
note in style, yet remain subtly identified with Irene 


Castle’s own charming individuality. ” san cuffs. This handsome coat 1s lined 
: ; “DELIA” Ths graceful dress of Corticelli through ith Corticelli Cr 
li dr 7 é ee Bee, Cy ; broughout with Corticellt Crepe 
The Irene Castle Corticel id esses, Coats and Wraps Crepe Tremaine finds distinction in the fine Eldora. Designed by Jacob 
are carried by one exclusive dealer in all important pin-tucking on the blouse and the narrow Rapoport & Co., New York. 
towns. And you have the satisfaction of knowing that applied bands around the skirt. The front of 
these dresses and coats are fashioned of the very same the blouse has dainty jabot trimming, which 


is echoed in the pointed cuffs. Designed by 


Corticelli silks which Irene Castle chose for herself. juth A. Moni  Gs,. Sew Yo 


We will gladly send you the name of the authorized 
dealer who carries these Fashions in your town. And 
you will be interested to see our new booklet, now 





ready, “Irene Castle Corticelli Fashions.” It shows > € 

you her most recent models. The coupon will bring ia iia taal 

you the booklet—check it and mail it today. The 122 Nonotuck Street, Florence, Mass. 

Corticelli Silk Company, Florence, Mass. Please send free booklets I have checked: C] Irene Castle Corticelli Fashions 
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blue-prints. I go to the Palais Royal and 
make sketches on the back of the menu 
card. Mrs. Robert Peabody’s Louis Quinze 
drawing-room for November twenty-eighth. 
Lots of pink. A swing, with four Watteau 
ladies and satin garters, a poodle on a 
yellow cushion, some fuzzy trees, a cupid on 
a pedestal and five hundred yards of Alice 
blue silk looped back with Fragonard tassels. 
One Tiepolo column, one Boucher bosom and 
a knot of flowers.” 
“You're disgusting,”’ Lilah said. 

“This is the twentieth century,” he remind- 
ed her, ‘‘and you are living in New York.” 

He backed away from his work, twisting 
the — aside. ‘What do you think of it?” 

I like it. I believe you do. Isn't your 
contempt a part of your business manner?’ 
“Don't you see— all this is very sad?" he 
remarked. ‘What I’ve told you—what I am 
and what you are, and our buying and selling 
this way—” he broke off. ‘Yes, I like it, 
he admitted. 

He stood, his hands on his hips, his head 
tilted, staring at the exquisite thing he had 
somehow summoned out of his staleness and 
disillusionment. In his expression something 
mocking appeared to contradict his absorp- 
tion. 

“Some day,” he said, 
pork-packer’s _ ballroom. Two hundred 
thousand down and no interference! I shall 
paint what I like—a series of cartoons 
skyscrapers, flappers, head-waiters, taxi-cabs, 
chorus girls, Jews and fashionable women, 
cabarets, streets, theaters and—the whole 
mess! Wouldn’t it be gorgeous? A parade, 
all the way around the ballroom, where my 
pork packer had expected nymphs in pan- 
niers?” 

Lilah tossed her cigaret away and yawned. 
“T see. You're an artist, after all. And a 
humbug.” 

He laughed, and 
apprec iation. 

‘Perhaps,’ Lilah suggested, 
me into that cartoon. 

His glance deepened; his _ expression 
changed; as if he sensed the trap Jaid down 
by her, he said drily: ‘‘Perhaps.” 


I shall decorate a 


their eyes met with 


“you'll put 


[iLAH told Robert that Elmer Shawhan 
was an egolst. 

“Probably,” Robert said. ‘He looks it.” 

“Why? Because he is spectacular?” 

Robert sensed opposition. ‘Why, yes. 
His hair—” 

“Externals!” Lilah cried. 

“That’s one of your phrases, Lilah. Don’t 
trip me unfairly. Hair is an external, but the 
way a man cuts it is indicative of something 
internal. I suspect your artist of being what 
you call him, an egoist, because he has 
patiently cultivated a pompadour. Now, 
whiskers—”’ 

Lilah put her fingers in her ears. 


S THE house began to take form and to 
emerge from the chaos of reconstruction 
into a very harmonious and comfortable air 
of permanence, Lilah discovered that she 
was being too extravagant. The bills for all 
this mannered luxury began to appear, 
statements that had a matter-of-fact cold- 
ness, a finality. She must face, placate Robert, 
make him see, as always in smaller things, 
her rightness. 

Miss de Blauvelt had an exaggerated and 
flattering conception of the wealth of her 
clients. She was accustomed to magnificence 
and munificence. She spent other people’s 
money, Lilah discovered, with the largest 
possible gesture, and then added her own 
fee, a compensation out of all proportion to 
her services; she was “cheeky” in a way too 
subtle for rebuff. 

With a graceful sweep of her hands, she 
would say: “I can do a delightful boudoir 
for ten thousand. Not perfect, of course— 
for that—but modern and witty, a perverse 
little room. Leave it to me. You don't 
mind?” 

The names of social celebrities flowed in 
and out of the stream of her talk like minnows. 
She knew every one. Lilah gathered that at 
her own house at Dinard she brought to- 
gether the froth of fashionable and artistic 
Europe—skimmed off the cream for her own 
amusement. With this woman, business 
seemed to be an excuse for indulging in 
extravagances. The account, rendered be- 
fore the workmen were out’ of the house, 
staggered Lilah. She had, she realized, spent 
a fortune. Her heart contracted and the blood 
rushed to her face, receding to leave her 
trembling, frightened, sick. She had no idea 
how she was going to face Robert with this 
fact—it was done; there was no going back. 
She should have consulted him. The whole 
thing suggested a sort of vulgar eagerness on 
her part, a headlong impatience. And she 
had made it only too evident that Robert 
bored her. She must go back, patiently, and 
try to understand herself and him, prepare 
him, somehow, for this preposterous bill 


headed simply de Blauvelt, Interiors, Paris, 
New Yor 

Miss de Blauvelt appeared on the following 
day to make what proved to -y! a tinal in 
spection of her handiwork.  Lilah, caught 
unawares, felt at a disadvantage in the 
presence of this compact little cosmopolitan 
There was something decidedly challenging 
in the frivolity of her beautiful feet and ankles 
and the whiteness of her hair. She was an 
old woman sustained by the success and 
color of her life. Everything had been done 
that could be done by science and art to 
preserve, make permanent, her famous 
slimness, her provocative and ugly features, 
her chic. The result was not quite human; 
there were no wrinkles, no visible signs of 
age; in the transparent mask of her face. 
only her eyes seemed to be alive, black, 
intelligent, and cruel. She never smiled, and 
Lilah decided that she couldn't; plastic 
surgery had deprived her of animation. She 
wore a tube-like dress, in the fashion of the 
moment, a turban of dyed metallic cloth, 
and the curious square-toed, clumsy, strapped 
—— affected by the Parisian mondatne 

Well? You like it?” she demanded. 

“Very much.” 

“You had better let me do your country 
place before I go back to France.” 

Lilah said decidedly. “Thanks. No.” 

“Why not?” 

“Your bill was exorbitant.” 

Miss de Bli iuvelt’s eyes came around with 
a pounce. “Nonsense. I was more than 
charitable! If you expected department store 


economies— 
She broke off. *‘Surely, you understood 
“Oh, yes, Lilah said hurriedly. “But | 


sha ‘n't undertake another—not now. 

“You must come to Dinard,” Miss de 
Blauvelt said in an even voice. “I live there 
with two amusing and talented women. 
a sculptress and a pianist. It’s very simple 
and very beautiful.” 

She made an expressive gesture. ‘This is 
my last house in America. You may tell 
every one so. It will give your interior a 
peculiar luster and perhaps reconcile you 
to the expense.” 

And with a nod, she walked quickly out. 
and across the pavement to her motor. 

Lilah spent the rest of the afternoon at her 
desk adding up a list of bills, de Blauvelt. 
Shawhan, plumbers, painters, masons, up 
holsterers, warehouses, rugs, electricians, 
florists, contractors. 

She was interrupted by a servant, a new 
acquisition like everything else, who said: 
“Miss Fuller,” in a dubious voice, as if he 
were weary of ushering in tradespeople and 
nobodies. 

Lilah turned with relief. She hated details 
She almost ran forward to meet Grace Fuller, 
who came into the room unruffled and casual, 
as she had entered the flat in Ninth Street. 

Lilah forgot the bills in the excitement of 
displaying her possessions. And as Grace 
Fuller followed her from room to room she 
felt her enthusiasm mounting. For the first 
time her dreams seemed to be concrete, her 
security certain. Her feet slipped along the 
rugs with a luxurious appreciation of their 
softness. Grace Fuller followed, saying very 
little. But then she never did have any 
enthusiasm. She might be regretting—poor 
soul! This warmth and glow, after the room 
in Ninth Street, the gas-log, the oak table, 
the green lamp, and her father’s chair, worn 
hollow. 

“It’s quite like you,” 
“Purry. I feel stroked, myself. Tea? By all 
means. I'm dog tired.... New York all 
summer—heat that withered the geraniums 
on the fire escape! I had to open the dumb 
waiter door fur ventilation. 

She lighted a cigaret. 

“Awfully well.’ 


Grace Fuller said. 


“How’ s Robert?” 


ILAH busied herself with cups and saucers. 

She did not care to discuss Robert. But 

Grace Fuller said: ‘He hates New York at 
this time of year.” 

“He has his club.” 

“Has he?” 

“Are you being disagreeable?” 

“I don’t think so. I want you to be happy, 
and it seems to me that you are doing figure 
eights around the danger sign. In Novem- 
ber, the Maine natives go down East for 
deer. Robert always hunts with his gang 
of Perkinses and Littlefields and Brewsters 
Hi isn’t he told you?” 

“We have been married less 
months. He wouldn't leave me,” 
concisely. 

“He would, if you gave him the least little 
push! He wanted a moose this year. 


than six 
Lilah said 


BRUPTLY, she changed the subject. 

She told Lilah that she was very nearly 

worn out. It seemed to be her fortune to get 

nothing but ‘hopeless cases, invalids 

engaged in the long-drawn-out process of 
(Continued on page 104) 
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The O-G CHANTEE 
A delightfully Frenchy O-G model .. . 


a buckle pump of rare character, 

one of the very early Spring styles, 

appropriate for afternoon wear. 
Featured in a variety of leathers 


DULL MAT KID - BLACK SUEDE 
LIGHT or DARK BROWN SUEDE 
BROWN GLACE KID 
PATENT LEATHER 


Thirteen Dollars and a Half 
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‘In every 
medicine 
capinet’* 





Other Timely Uses: 


Cuts Sore throat 

Strains Rheumatic 

Sprains achesand 
ai 


Stiffness 


Give 
Chapped Hands 


this antiseptic, soothing, 
healing relief / 


Even rough, bleeding, painful cases of chap- 
ping are promptly relieved by Absorbine, Jr. 

At once cleansing and healing, it not only 
guards against infection but allays the pain 
and promotes rapid healing. A few drops 
suffice. 

Best of all, Absorbine, Jr. is not a salve or 
ointment and is therefore not greasy and does 
not stain. The odor, though clean and agree- 
able, does not linger. 

You will like to use Absorbine, Jr. It has 
many regular toilet uses and it is a safe, de- 
pendable first aid in emergencies. It occupies 
a never-empty place in many thousands of 
home medicine cabinets. 


All druggists’, $1.25, or postpaid. 
Liberal trial bottle, 10c. postpaid. 


W. F. YOUNG, Inc., 335 Lyman St., Springfield, Mass. 


AbsorbineJ 


THE ANTISEPTIC LIMNIMENT 
mer 












“SMART FROM 
EVERY ANGLE” 


pne hundred years, 

ory has made fine 

The same perfection 

st has earned for the 

ens hats the title of “hats 
‘unexampled smartness” 
to Mallory Tailored 

r women the sure 


“THE MIRAMAR” 
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" 
NOT A WRINEULE Al THE END OF THE TRiP’ 


Mingled with the thrill and 
sentiment of your home com- 
| ing isa feeling of real apprecia- 
| tion for your Hartmann—the 
| wardrobe trunk that has pro- 
1 vided such convenient care- 
| free clothes protection during | 
the journey. There is also 
considerable satisfaction in 
| | knowing that discriminating 
| travelers everywhere prefer | 
| _. the Hartmann. Look for the | 
Hi new Hartmann where better 
| luggage is sold. 
| 


| 
| HARTMANN TRUNK CoMPANY 
Racine, Wisconsin 


| | M. LANGMUIR MANUFACTURING COMPANY. LTb., TORONTO 
| Licensed Canadian Manufacturers 





J. B. Brooks & Company, Ltp.. BIRMINGHAM, ENGLAND 
| | Distributors for Great Britain 


_ Copyright 1924, In 1924, by Hartmann Trunk Cc unk Company. | 
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dying by inches. She had had to witness so 
much poor, human suffering. to face the mute 
or the querulous questions of people who 

“had to know.” ‘The ones who suffer most 
are the ones who want to stay. They seem to 
love life. They’re so futile, so pathetic! I’ve 
listened for hours to women who could remem- 
ber every detail of their girlhood—how pretty 
they were, and the number of tucks on their 
graduation dress, and all about their wedding 
day; what he said, and the cinders on the 
honeymoon journey, and how he took the 
littlest, weeniest bite out of the lobe of her 
ear... . They want it all back again! I'm 
dog-tired, trying to get it for them. When 
they die, they give me just the funny, accus- 
ing look that ‘boy in France gave me. 

“Poor Grace! p? 

“I'd like to nurse an alcoholic case or a 
pretty actress with the mumps. Something 
toamuse me. I don’t understand death. I wish 
I did. To put us here, to inform us that our 
stay is limited, to offer no proof of immortal- 
ity—it’s damnable! Animals don’t know, do 
they? They’re afraid of being hurt, but do 
they know, when they’re old enough to know 
anything, that some day, no matter how 
brave and quick they are, they’ve got to give 
it all up?” 

~¥? twisted her shoulders. 
sake, Grace, be cheerful.” 

“T can’t. I ive in an atmosphere of dread 
and tiptoeing. Doctors tiptoeing in and out. 
Relatives tiptoeing in and out. And _ the 
poor creature on the bed yearning for life! 
I’m no good any more. A rebellious nurse 
had better stop nursing. I’m going to stop 
and come back again when I have found 
ergo to offer them.” 

Lilah had been turning a new idea over in 
her mind. Sparring for time, she said: “You 
cant justify death, Grace.’ 

“IT might. I sometimes think it is more 
justifiable than life.’ 

“Don't be bitter.’ 

“I’m not.” Grace Fuller put her tea-cup 
down. Her expression was excited, she 
flushed and clasped her hands together as 
she always did when she felt anything deeply. 
“It seems such a waste of power. Youth, 
with all that energy A wave ot youth rising 
up in every generation and spending itself 
against the facts of life. Why must it be? 
I remember, when I was a child, how wonder- 
ful it all seemed, fields and clouds, and wind. 
Even the seasons were exciting; when the 
first snow came, I was in ecstasy, watching 
the landscape change. Something was always 
waiting for -. I never knew, or cared to 
know what—but if | were to open my eyes 
wide or stretch out my hand, there it would 
be—shining and glorious, mine!” 

She relaxed and sank back, the old cynical 
look reappearing, as if she had lost hope 
again, 

*, m a fool. It happens to everybody.” 

Lilah turned quickly and asked: ‘Would 
you have been happier with Robert?” 

That slow flush remounted. “No.’ 

“Then I want you to do something for 
me. I’m swamped with details, correspon- 
dence, bills, people I don’t want to see and 
people [ must see. I need some one to help 
me. Some one, like you, who has a good 
telephone voice and decent manners. Will 
you try it? Please don’t say no! I hate talk- 
ing business, but I assure you you won't lose 
anything. You can rent the flat in Ninth 
Street and come here. Now that the second 
floor is finished, you can have our quarters 
on the third. The servants are on the fourth.” 


“For heaven’s 


EEING Robert in the doorway, Lilah 

called to him: “Hello! Just in time for tea! 

Grace is going to be my secretary. Isn't it 
wonderful?” 

Robert took Grace Fuller’s hand and bent 
down a little to smile at her. ‘I’m glad,” he 
said. 

“Then I'll come,” Grace Fuller answered. 

Robert sat down beside Lilah on the 
narrow French sofa that bulked so conspicu- 
ously as an item in the de Blauvelt account. 
He seemed heavier than usual, very pink 
from his walk across town in a sharp Novem- 
ber wind. His eyes had that untroubled 


expression which particularly irritated Lilah 


because it was an indication of profound 
inner content. She did not want him to be 
contented, to take for granted her love, as 
if a gift so inestimable could be accepted 
easily. Something warned her to keep her 
temper; if Grace Fuller were watching for a 
rift in the lute she would be disappointed. 
She may have made a mistake in asking 
this waspish woman to live under the same 
roof. Strangely enough, the prospect excited 
her. Without Grace Fuller there would be 
no rebound to life. She could fling her chal- 
lenge: ‘‘See what I am, what I have become,” 
at this surface, and catch, in the deepening 
irony of the other, her own particular shim- 
mer and brilliance. Lacking Junius Peabody, 
who was desirable because he enjoyed 
watching Lilah wrestle with destiny, Grace 


Fuller would be the necessary audience. To 
know that she had loved Robert would make 
Robert more endurable. Grace would pore 
over his stamp albums and condone his canine 
complex and perhaps read aloud to him the 
terrible books he preferred, murder mysteries 
and western melodramas: ‘Nothing like a 
cracker-jack mystery, Lilah! Now this chap 
Jenkins was locked up in a house on the 
Hudson and there was a sort of secret passage 
leading down to the river—’”’ 

Lilah came back with a start to the un 
familiar outlines of her drawing-room. 
Robert was being very genial and talkative. 
His enameled boots caught the _fire-light. 
Lilah’s eyes rested on his hands; she noticed 
for the first time the breadth and strength of 
his fingers, the blond hair on the backs of 
his hands. Whenever she came in contact 
with the physical, she felt revulsion. She 
would have preferred a disembodied Robert, 
or no Robert at all. She turned her eyes 
away with a little shiver of apprehension. . . 

When Grace Fuller had gone, Lilah sat for 
a long time in silence. Robert lighted a 
cigaret mounted in a long _ tortoise-shell 
holder with a gold mouth-piece. One hand 
rested over hers. She wondered what he 
was thinking, whether he liked the room, the 
house, this brand-new air of expensive per 
fection. The sound of his breathing, heavy 
and regular, was audible above the muffled 
rumble of traffic in the street. A servant 
removed the tea things and drew the shades, 
kindling lights here and there on tables and 
against the paneled walls. 

“Do you like it?” she said at last. 

Robert moved. His answer came with the 
usual slow marshaling of facts and words: 
“Shall I tell you the truth? I prefer the old 
house at the Point.” His hand tightened 
over hers; she tried to draw her fingers away, 
but he held them within his. ‘‘I’ve hurt you! 
But you don’t want me to be a lap-dog, do 
you? Must ¥ bark every time you say 
‘Speak, Fido’? 

“Why didn’t you tell me so in the begin 
ning? Why did you let me spend all this 
money: ?’ 

“Because I love you,’ 

“Do you?’ 

“Very much.” 

Lilah hurried to the issue. 
thousands and thousands. 
you hate 

“T know very little about such matters,’ 
he said. “I left it to you to refurnish the 
house. I expected a certain expense. Ten or 
tw enty thousand—”’ 

“I’ve spent forty thousand,” 
trying to keep her voice steady. 


* he said simply. 


“T’ve spent 
For something 


Lilah said, 


HERE was a short silence. Robert's 

grasp relaxed and she drew her hand 
away. Presently he said: ‘That is a great 
deal of money, my dear.” 

With a flash of temper she answered sharp 
ly: “Why didn’t you stop me, then? Instead 
of letting me go blindly on, believing that |! 
had your consent? Was it a trick to trip me 
up?” 

‘Lilah!”’ 

“Both you and your grandfather think I 
married you because I was hard up and 
frightened! You’ve made me feel your 
suspicion. Suppose I had really loved you 
and 1 tried to make you see that I did 
wouldn’t your doubting me make me self 
conscious?” 

“Now you're being nasty.” 

She closed her eyes. Shivers of feeling ran 
through her like currents of poison. ‘‘Nas te 
What a primitive word! I’m being frank, i 
that’s what you mean.” 

“IT thought you did love me,” Robert said. 
“I’m probably old-fashioned, but I admit that 
I had an entirely different idea of love. I've 
read a lot of trash and believed a lot of 
sentimental idiocy, perhaps. . . 

“What, exd ictly, did you expect?” 

He turned. ‘“Lilah! We mustn’t talk like 
this!” 

She insisted: “What did you expect that 
I haven’t given you?’ 

He made a gesture of surrender 
you, you’d laugh at me. 

“Do I laugh at you? How unfair you 
are! You are trying to make me out a 
cheat.” 

“No. I love you. Only don’t you see—I 
wanted, and still want, companionship. 
You rather took this house out of my hands, 
didn’t you? As far as I’m concerned, it 
might be a hotel. Even if 1 have rotten taste, 

like a little of it around—in my own room 
for instance. Why not? Am I irrational?” 
He unclasped his hands and clasped them 
again with a slow pressure that whitened his 
knuckles. ‘I wanted to plan things—go over 
things with you. I didn’t want this woman 
to buy my bed—it’s none. of her business! 
I've always dreamed of building a home with 
the woman I loved and married.... I 
suppose you're laughing at me.” 

(Continued on page 106) 
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Beautiful 
hair by 
common 
sense 
methods 





OR twenty years Ogilvie Sisters have been authorities on the 

care of the hair and scalp. In their Fifth Avenue salon they teach 

women how to make and to keep their hair abundant, vibrant 
with health and alluring in sheen and color. For those who cannot 
come to their salon they have prepared a really interesting booklet, 
“BEAUTIFUL HAIR BY COMMON SENSE METHODS.” 

The tremendous success of the Ogilvie Sisters is largely due to the 
fact that they early realized that no single tonic can benefit all 
scalps. They have developed three, cach for a special purpose. 

The _ Oily PST : THE TONIC lacking natural oils, restoring the hair 


FOR OILY H is an astringent toits normalstrengthand giving a well- 
which gradually ah ilizes the oil groomed, glossy appearance. $2.00. 


flow, on insing the hair and enabling 
one to avoid the ill effects of the = The. Tired Scalp: (From illness, 
operations or nervous strain). THE 


frequent shampoo. $2.00. 
_ i : SPECIAL REMEDY strengthens the 
The Dry Scalp: THE TONIC Ss and gives back the lost vitality 
FOR DRY HAIR nourishes scalps to the hair. Retards grayness. $2.00. 
Dry Hair?—Oily Hair?—-Falling Hair? Check 
Have You your condition and send this advertisement 
for expert advice and booklet. No charge. 


ON SALE IN NEW YORK AT 


B. Altman & Co. ° . ° Lord & Taylor 

Franklin Simon& Co. Stern Brothers 

JamesMcCreery&Co. (| Yb John Wanamaker 
ee 


Hair, Scalp, and Henna Specialists 
505 Fifth Avenue, Dept. 2, New York City 
23 ae * de la Paix 308 Boylston St. 1106 Sompentiont Ave. 
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Picture your Bedroom with 
Dolly Madison Bed Spreads 


AINTY stripes, exclusive solid colors, exquisite iridescent 

effects—the whimsical crinkle that is Dolly Madison's 
alone —these are the elements that make a Dolly Madison 
bedroom as charming as an old-fashioned painting. 


Dolly Madison Bedspreads are always tresh and dainty, they 
never crease or wrinkle and are easily laundered requiring no 
ironing. Crinkle Cloth to match may be purchased for 
draperies, scarfs and lampshades. 


Look for the Dolly Madison label. 


No spread is genuine without it. 


Write for free === GEORGE ROYLE & CO.,Mjrs., Philadelphia. Send.25¢ for 


illustrated booklet 


























105 




























aa 











; 
f 


106 





Find New Beau 


By combating film on teeth 


See what ten days do 


Millions of women have found a 
way-to whiter, prettier teeth. You 
meet them everywhere. And those 
whiter teeth have given them new 
beauty and new charm. 


The way is easy and delightful. A 
ten-day test is free. And any friend 
who has seen the results will advise 
you to accept. So will your dentist, 
if you ask. 


What film-coats do 


Film is that viscous coat you feel. 
With ordinary tooth pastes, much of 
it clings and stays. 

£oon the film discolors, then forms 
dingy coats. That is why teeth lose 
luster. 


efficient. Then a new-type tooth 
paste was created to apply them 
daily. The name is Pepsodent. 

Now leading dentists the world over 
advise it. Careful people of some 50 
nations employ it. And the whiter 
teeth you see everywhere show how it 
combats film. 


You'll be amazed 


The user of Pepsodent sees new 
beauty, feels new cleanliness at once. 
Butother effects are equallyimportant. 

Pepsodent multiplies the alkalinity 
of the saliva, as well as its starch 
digestant. Those are Nature’s agents 
for fighting acid and starch deposits 
on the teeth. Every use of Pepsodent 

gives them mani- 





Film also causes 
most tooth troubles. 
It hoids food sub- 
stance which fer- 
ments and forms 
acid. It holds the 
acid in contact with 





Protect the Enamel 


Pepsodent disintegrates the 
film, then removes it with an 
agent far softer than enamel. 
Never use a film combatant 
which contains harsh grit. 


fold effect. 


You will realize 
these results. They 
will bring you new 
conceptions of what 
clean teeth mean. 
Neither you nor 








the teeth to cause 

decay. Germs breed by millions in it. 
They, with tartar, are the chief cause 
of pyorrhea. 


Few escape these troubles if they 
fail to fight the film. 


Dental science has now found two 
effective film combatants. One acts 
to disintegrate the film, one to re- 
move it without harmful scouring. 

Able authorities proved these ways 





10-Day Tube Free” 


THE PEPSODENT COMPANY, 
Dept.648, 1104S. Wabash Ave.,Chicago, III. 


Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to 





Only one tube to a family 








your family will 
ever return to old-time methods, we 
believe. 


Make this test and watch the re- 
sults. Note how clean the teeth feel 
after using. Mark the absence of the 
viscous film. See how teeth become 
whiter as those cloudy coats disappear. 


One week will bring a revelation 
which you won’t forget. Cut out the 
coupon now. 


Pepsaodéent 


The New-Day Dentifrice 








A scientific tooth paste based on 
modern research, now advised by 
leading dentists the world over. 
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Lilah said nothing. She could not trust 
her voice. 

She felt that her power over him had been 
shattered. None of the old tricks would do. 
She must find new magic, and quickly, if she 
wanted him. 

“T’m not laughing at you,” she said at last. 

“If I’ve done wrong, I'll do the only thing I 
can do, under the circumstances; I'll go.” 
“You mean, leave me? _Lilah, you're 
joking! We’re a grown man and woman trying 
to understand each other. I don’t care a damn 
about that forty thousand. It’s you I’ve got 
to get at—and I can’t buy your heart. I’m 
not rich enough. Sas 
“That was a very pretty specch, Robert.” 

“TI didn’t mean it to be. m in deadly 
earnest. I’m not contented with myself as I 
am. No one is, perhaps. But my case is 
extreme. I’m pretty much of a waster. I 
waste myself on harmless amusements, but 
I waste myself. I thought—I just imagined— 
it was a damn foolish notion—but I wanted 
you to stir me up, get started at something, 
make me want to serve, somewhere, some- 
how. And when you mi urried me, you dropped 
me out entirely—” he spread his hands, 

‘for this.” 

He turned to her, his face white and 
strained. “There shouldn’t be much of a 
toss-up between a house and a human being.” 

She did not answer, but sat with her body 
drawn away, her shoulders hunched, her 
breath quick and shallow. Her expression 
was guarded, but she permitted herself a 
half-smile that was both patient and con- 
temptuous. 

“You're so damned feminine,” he said. 
“My mother was like that. She’d bang doors 
and sulk. And my father would rap and beg 
her to come out, and she wouldn't. Not for 
hours, while the rest of us went around with 
lead in our hearts, feeling ashamed! When 
she did open the door, she’d sort of smile. 
She was my mother, but I hated her when 
she did that... . 

“What do you want me to say?’ Lilah 
demanded. 

“Something honest,’ was his surprising 
answer. 

She stood up suddenly. 
this any longer. I won’t!” 

She did not cry easily, but now she burst 
suddenly into a storm of tears. The flood 
gates of fear and questioning broke; she was 
swept away. Through it all, she was aware 
of the room, of her own attitude and of 
Robert, frightened, aghast, repentant, try- 
ing to tear her hands away from her face. 

“Don’t cry. Lilah, don’t cry.” 

She collapsed against him and he drew her 
down on his knees. His unsteady hands 
caressed her hair. She felt his lips on her 
neck. She drew in her breath sharply and 
the tears stopped; with shut eyes she remained 
against his shoulder, motionless. The storm 
of feeling had passed, leaving again that 
curious unreality. Robert was not a part of 
experience; he was in her life for some purpose, 
to carry her forward a little way. Without 
discontent there could be no advance. From 
him, she would go on, perhaps to love. . 
But he already felt what she could not feel, 
and this involved her because she had given 
herself. She shivered and a deep sigh cut 
through her immobility. His arms tightened. 
He kept on whispering, with his lips against 
her ear, but she heard nothing. 

She became conscious again of the large 
expanse of Aubusson and of pools of light in 
which hot-house flowers seemed made of 
wax, and of sleek surfaces, smooth contours. 
Her own slippers, the chiffon across her knees, 
were a part of the vision. 

Robert was saying: ‘‘We mustn’t quarrel. 
It’s childish. Ill do any earthly thing for 
you.” 

With a quick, almost feline motion, she 
turned in his arms. “Here goes,” she said 
to herself. 

And very deliberately, purposefully, she 
kissed him. 


“T won't stand 


ITH that perilous moment bridged, 

Robert given again his unquestioning 
security in her, Lilah began her search for 
experience, for satisfaction, for a vague, 
undetermined happiness. 

She had for so many years peered over the 
wall at the social garden-party, at women in 
light dresses and men in polished hats, mario- 
nettes, voiceless, yet animated, infinitely re- 
moved—she had imagined so much, given 
these people a wholly romantic and unnatural 
luster. Now she found herself about to drop 
into the garden, among them, and her eager- 
ness took Robert’s breath away. 

He told himself that he must be patient; 
when the novelty had worn off, when Lilah 
had rubbed elbows with a world already famil- 
iar to him, she, too, would discard it. In the 
meantime, he tried to content himself with her 
rare impulses of affection, hasty caresses, light 
kisses that stung his flesh and penetrated to 
his heart like thin, precise knife-thrusts. For 
the most part she met him with banter and 


postponement. as if she were skimming over 
the dark depths of life, a vivid and elusive 
skater on silver skates. . . 

He found himself, suddenly , A slave to hope. 
Some day she would skim back to him, into 
the circle made by his love, his arms, and 
remain there, safe. But she must first dart 
here and there. fearless and foolish, enjoying 
herself. It became his dubious pleasure to 
watch, ready to pull her out if the ice should 
crack 

Robert was not exactly a fool, although he 
took no pains to appear otherwise. What he 
had seen of the world had landed him back at 
the Point again, where, he argued, all the facts 
of life and death, of love and hate, were un- 
complicated and recognizable. He could not 
see, he told Lilah, why experience should 
acquire anything by multiplication. You 
were born, you loved, hated, and died. You 
could do all these things, and get out of it 
what there was in it, as well in one place as in 
another; nothing was gained by chasing down 
the horizon—once you got there, it was the 
same, love and life, hate and death. He pre 
ferred a limited existence to the accumulated 
sensations offered by such cities as New York 
and Paris. Crowds gave him a mental indi 
gestion. Ideas, unless they were based on 
truths, caused him to suffer an intellectual 
heartburn. He was not swift enough to chase 
the casual and elusive theories of most mod 
ernists, who were content with the haphazard 
because no one could pause long enough to 
argue or to prove. 

But he was willing, after that sharp quarrel 
with Lilah, to experiment. 

He made a hurned trip to Maine and shame- 
facedly kissed his spaniels, turning back to 
New York with an assumed eagerness that 
deceived even himself. In the train. he left the 
sleeper for the smoking-car and sat up all night 
trying, as he put it, to reduce Lilah to a com- 
mon denomination. The secret of her fasci- 
nation lay in her swift and inexplicable 
changes of mood; he waited for favors with a 
feverish sort of excitement. It was probably 
unhealthy, bad for him to be so buffeted about 
by feeling, alternately exalted to heaven and 
left flat, with a sense of humiliation and 
shame. 

Another type of man might spare himself 
indignity by letting her see a certain brutality 
But Robert was not so gifted. He could only 
be himself. 

For her he had abandoned his “‘drinkin’,” 
and had tried desperately to part his hair on 
the side. The green sweater had gone down 
before her contempt. Ina hundred little ways 
he tried to remake, improve, the outward 
man; he knew when he bored her, although 
he was never certain why he bored her His 
enthusiasms were as authentic as hers. But 
Lilah was Lilah, and for such a woman he, any 
man, would attempt the impossible. 

He had wanted a strong, sweet, fearless 
love, ecstasy and pride and recognition 

What he had was different, but he could not 
be sure that he had not wanted too much 
Perhaps all women were like Lilah, and tor- 
mented you, where they should offer their 
breasts for you to put your head against and 
rest, and rest, from life. 


HEN Grace Fuller moved in, Robert 
felt more comfortable. She was a famil- 
jar, understanding sort of a woman. 

He wondered whether Lilah were right; 
whether Grace was a cold-blooded celibate. 
He began to study her face, to question his 
knowledge of her. She had never enjoyed 
kissing him, but had always pushed him 
away, with an expression almost of fear in her 
eyes. He couldn’t say that he had enjoyed it, 
either; it was too much like forcing her to his 
will. . . . There were times, at night, when 
Lilah was strange and emotional, when she 
pressed against him and ran her fingers up 
and down the back of his neck with the 
caress he liked, and kissed him, quick, almost 
furtive kisses; when she relaxed in his arms, 
suddenly, as if she were about to surrender, 
and then was tense again, pushing him away, 
turning her face aside. . . . 

He couldn’t understand. 

Grace left him alone, left his senses alone. 
She was a good companion in spite of her sharp 
tongue. He supposed that all nurses had that 
same air of watching out for you, mothering 
you, seeing that things were comfortable and 
orderly. There was no trace in her manner or 
her look, of remembering; she let him off, 
magnificently. He would say that for her; 
she was a sport! They began again, as people 
who have only just met. And all those mean- 
ingless kisses and casual, artificial embraces 
— forgotten in their common passion for 
Lilah 

Lilah became a bond between them. When 
Robert came in and Lilah was not at home, 
he sought Grace and questioned her. 

Lilah was fascinating, reckless, just a little 
terrible, and they never tired of discussing her. 
She had done this, or that. This one and that 
one had telephoned. She had bought a new 

(Continued on page 108) 
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From a sonnet by 


LORENZO THE MAGNIFICENT 
1449-1492 





The thought on which my mind most loves to dwell 
No fonder memory can e’er efface - - - 

The dress my lady wore, the time, the place, 

When firSt I came beneath her beauty’s Spell. 
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YORENZO DE’ MEDICI, patron of all 

the arts, unhandsome himself. yet loving all 

things beautiful - - - he, too, sang of “the dress 
his lady wore.” 


Centuries have rolled on. The silken splendor 
of Lorenzo’s court is itself but a memory. Yet 
today man’s admiration still goes forth to the 
dress his lady wears - - - doubly enchanting when 
made of Empire Loomcraft Silks. 


These silks are described in two 
portfolios: Suggestions for the 
Fall Wardrobe and New Uses for 
Washable Silks. Write for them 
today, addressing Dept. E. 


All Loomcraft Silks bear the 
Empire name on every yard in the 
selvage. Whenever you purchase 
ready-to-wear-garments look for the 
Empire label. 





* . REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 










Vogue Pattern 7471. A street dress of Blystrette, 
in one of the new plaid designs; the collarand 
cuffs are of Empire Crepe in a contrasting color 








MINARET CREPE 
LAGOON CREPE 


BROIDERETTE 
BLYSTRETTE 


MELLOWSPUN 
QUEEN-O-CREPE 





COMMODORE CREPE 
CASINO CREPE ZEPHYRSPUN 
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EMPIRE SILK COMPANY 
315 FOURTH AVENUE NEW YORK 
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136 Madison Ave, New York 
WHOLESALE ONLY 
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lf vou have seen 
California in,)pringtime 
—then you will appreciate the heri- ‘ 


tage of colors which the artist-  { 
designers of Meadowbrooks have , '« 


. b 
at their command. 


Spring is kindto California. With 
lavish hand she carpets hills and 
meadows with wildflowers. From 
her palette she chooses brilliant 
hues for birds and butterflies — pas- 
tel shades for the miles of full-blos- 
soming orchards — subtle tones of 
gray and green and blue for baysand 
inlets and for the mists that crown 
mountains and foothills. 

It is not an accident that the 
world’sleading Sport Hatisdesigned 
and made in California. True art is 
born of inspiration. Only here—in 
America’s year-round playground 
— could such miracles of design and 
coloring have been achieved. 

At those shops in your city where you 
would expect to find the best! 


Simon Mituinery Co. 
Meadowbrook Building, gSQ Market Street 
San Francisco 
EASTERN SALES OFFICE 
Louis Strauss £9 Sons 
15 West 38th Street, New York City 
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California 
SPORT HATS 


Sor 
Town and Country 
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dress or a new book. Everything she did 
startled them, because, once certain of Rob- 
ert, Lilah had become more startling, more 
reckless, and more insatiable than ever. 

It was as if she had come into full possession 
of life without questioning her right to it. 
She was not, as far as Robert could see, happy, 
but she was, on the other hand, arrogant with 
fulfilment. Because she herself had succeeded, 
she could not help having contempt for people 
who had failed. 

This amused Robert, but it was also cause 
for a certain amount of chagrin, since he saw 
that his position had been the lever she needed 
to lift her out of obscurity. She could never 
have done it alone. 

But because he loved her, he did for her 
everything she seemed to require. Before 
long, she knew every one of importance in 
Robert's world. It was a world limited by 
necessity to a few hundred souls. Lilah called 
them Murray Hill blackbirds. They were, 
in fact, the old guard, a thinned-out company 
of so-called Knickerbockers, New Yorkers 
long enough to cherish their few square blocks 
of sacred soil with a tenacity that was almost 
aristocratic. 

They gave Lilah critical inspection; her 
house was less important and could, in its 
severe restraint and exact emphasis, be taken 
for granted. 

Flushed, beautiful, excited, Lilah received 
them.. The sleek Aubusson became the arena 
of her first social struggle. These people were 
fashionable but not modish. For them, sens- 
ing their prejudices, Lilah wore black and was 
Her Russian at- 
mosphere was discarded for the occasion and 
Robert and Grace were amazed, embarrassed, 
by a totally different Lilah, a chatelaine, wist- 
ful, eager, and disarming. 

Robert was rather proud of the gathering. 
People like this made him feel safer about the 
future; they cemented the cracks in society. 
He adored dowdy wealth because it was an 
indication of permanence, a stand against the 
upstart, Change. There was something 
plucky about foulard, sensible shoes, and 
elaborate whiskers in the jazz age. While 
these people lived, the last cable held. Their 
names were less impressive now that their city 
had become unaware of them. But Lilah 
seemed to enjoy juggling these rather musty 
titles. Robert didn’t know it, but she was, 
consciously, laying a foundation down. She 
would stand, eventually, not upon the quick- 
sand of new, untried, if glamorous names, 
but upon the veritable, bed-rock Manhattan- 
ese. 


FTERWARDS, to Grace and Robert, she 

was explicit: “‘What fearful bores! All 

of them, except Mrs. Humphrey-hyphen- 

whatever her name is. . . . The red-headed 
one.” 

‘She goes everywhere,” Robert explained, 
‘and is invited nowhere. She was glorious, 
thirty years ago.” 

“She is now.” 

‘*She’s a bad egg,’’ Robert said. 

“What do you mean, exactly?” 

“Oh, she left her husband, and lived with a 
chap—some one—I’ve forgotten. . . . She’s 
quite purple.” 

Lilah laughed. “I'd die if 1 had to know 
these people. . . . I liked your purple one. 
She was human. The rest . . . blackbirds!” 

She was being Russian again. . . . While 
the new servant, placated by the announce- 
ment of so many celebrated blackbirds, re- 
moved the tea-tables and gathered up cups 
and saucers, Lilah disposed of Robert’s friends 


| with a tirade of pointed witticisms. She 





| portion to her own pleasure. 


could afford to laugh at them because now, 
she knew, she could subjugate them. All she 
had to do was to snub the purple lady, enter- 
tain discreetly, grow old, and die. In ten 
years she would look just like the rest of them 
—ground-grippers and a pince-nez, a maribou 
boa, a bit of real lace, amethysts, and rheuma- 
tism in her finger-joints. . . . She preferred 
more difficult attainment. ... 

Suddenly she went to the piano and, still 
smoking, played a rakish accompaniment to a 
French song. 

** Je sais que c’est une folie!” 

Robert and Grace Fuller turned about in 
their chairs and listened. She seemed to be 
unaware of them. With her head thrown 
back, the cigaret aslant, she sang in a light, 
high voice, a little song about madness and 
youth and Ja tendresse and, meltingly, /’amour. 


ROM this little occasion, Lilah stepped off 

into New York. There were, she discov- 
ered, no barriers raised against a pretty, 
witty, and wealthy woman. She had all the 
ingredients to make a very potent brew. 

In the beginning, Robert was always at her 
elbow, puzzled, but stimulated in exact pro- 
New York was 
not “dry’’ and before long Robert was drink- 
ing again with that boastful abandonment 
characteristic of prohibition. Everywhere 
there was gin, and according to the social 
scale, it was either genuine, or frankly syn- 


thetic. Lilah drank for the first time in her 
life, steadily, carelessly. She explained to 
Robert that there was no other way to “fizz” 
at dinner or to hold off fatigue. And, happen- 
ing to discover a substantial supply of good 
wines and whisky in the cellar of the Murray 
Hill house, she wrote to Junius Peabody and 
obtained his somewhat satirical permission to 
uncork all but the rarest vintages. Those, he 
explained, belonged to his “heirs” and were 
to be handed down as historical evidence. 
Lilah must consider, take pity on the parched 
palates of her sons. .. . 

Lilah tossed the letter into the fire. She did 
not intend that there should be sons. She was 
infected by the casuistry of the age, a total 
lack of interest in the coming generation. Be- 
hind men’s lives there was no longer any sus- 
taining idealism, any heroic faith in an un- 
broken purpose. The war had severed a link 
in the chain of passions, spiritual, national, 
and racial. The day, the needs and fulfilments 
of the day, sufficed. 

Robert could find nothing to refute her 
claim that the war had made morality ridicu- 
lous and had stripped adolescent humanity of 
its illusions. Everywhere, in both men and 
women, he encountered the cynicism that 
goes, usually, with embittered old age, with 
failure and disappointment. People were reck- 
less because the moral skids were off; there 
was a determination, everywhere evident, to 
meet disaster as gaily as possible. But this 
was not heroic; it was cowardly, and Robert 
found himself despising the times he lived in. 

As usual, he was not expressive. Something 
about his physical pinkness and blondness, his 
air of being extremely well-fed and well- 
brushed, held him back from complaining. 
Lilah might be right. Certainly, there was no 
evidence of spirituality, of change. 

New York was dancing-mad, in a mood 
essentially unlike the madness of nineteen- 
fourteen, when blind satiety had twirled on 
the lid of a seething volcano. This madness 
was sophisticated and purposeful. The Argen- 
tine tango had given way to the primitive 
rhythms of Africa and Malaysia, a brutal 
tom-toming, savagery stalking progress 
through a maze of the senses. There were 
very few private dances. Robert could re- 
member the day of the cotillion leader, Ward 
McAllister’s reign. Now, society patronized 
the commercial dance-halls or the exclusive 
“clubs”’ given over to all-night dancing, in 
defiance of a closing law which arbitrarily 
separated jazzing couples at one in the morn- 
ing. There were few formal occasions; host- 
esses relied upon haphazard dinner-parties, a 
box at the theater or the opera, and the con- 
fused, prismatic, exciting contact afterwards. 

Lilah danced beautifully, without a trace of 
vulgarity, but Robert objected to the frank 
enticement of her gowns that displayed her 
flesh to the casual observer. She answered 
that he belonged in the dark ages; no one paid 
any attention to backs and arms; the sight 
was too usual. Fashion had freed women 
because women had first freed themselves. 
They were too frankly undressed to be allur- 
ing, and men ought to be grateful; nudity rid 
them of obscene imaginings. 

Robert was not certain that women’s 
clothes were a symbol of masculine indiffer- 
ence. Lilah might be right; she was infinitely 
more clever than he, and besides she said 
things with a conviction, a finality that floored 
him. It is hard to contradict a woman you 
love. He had his reservations. 


HEY rarely dined at home. As the winter 

progressed, their program of pleasure 
became more complicated. The details were 
left to Grace Fuller, who sat at a desk the 
better part of every day, answering the tele- 
phone and attending to Lilah’s correspon- 
dence. An avalanche of people had swept 
Robert’s handful of Murray Hill blackbirds 
out of the picture. It had been but a step 
from these conservatives to their children, the 
reckless generation that had outlived but had 
not outthought the war; and from them to the 
professionals, a little world of hard, bright, 
amazingly talented modernists, racially nonde- 
script, intellectually polyglot, artistically 
indeterminate. 

Robert encountered too many enthusiasms 
to have much faith in a standard of taste. 
A sort of united press-agentry conspired to 
prove that there was an American art. Pains- 
takingly, Robert sought what Lilah declared 
already existed, and he failed to find it. He 
found, instead, a horde of facile, astonishing 
copyists. The extremists irritated him be- 
cause they struck him as being too lazy to 
study. Further than that, he refused to 
express himself. 

For several months he followed wherever 
Lilah led. Then it became an easy matter to 
excuse himself. He did not dance, and the 
role of caryatid to the striped awning at the 
Palais Royal was proving irksome. Conver- 
sation, he insisted, had been annihilated by 
those jungle noises produced by the saxo- 
phone, the oboe, the violin, the piano, and the 

(Continued on page 100) 
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From the painting by Jean Gabriel Domergue, 
the eminent Parisian artist and fashion dictator, 
made especially for “La Bal de Grand Prix” at 
which he introduced “Les Bleus de Chine’’. 


— 


CHINESE BLUES— newest word 
in the world of fashion — the blue of 
sapphires, of royal robes, of rippling, 
sunlit water, of the limitless depths of 
the bluest of blue skies! 

Mancuu, Minc, Moncot, Mar 
Fonc and MANDARIN are the fascinat- 
ing names of these new blues. 


Bits of each are worked into the love- 
ly Cheney Printed Silks for Spring— 
a gorgeous collection of primitive mo- 
tifs, Orientals, bayadere stripes and 
peasant designs. And, as they bear 
the name, CHENEY SILKS, one is as- 
sured that they possess the correct 
essentials of style leadership. 





CHENEY BROTHERS 


* FOURTH AVENUE AT EIGHTEENTH STREET > 


NEW YORK 
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St. Gaudens’. Lincoln, Lin- 


cole Posh, Chucage; gresien HOSE stalwart qualities of character 
American portrait statue. A , yor fs 
striking delineation of | the which distinguish the leader are not 
simple nobility of Abraham , ; 
Lincoln. attained easily, nor by chance. Only through 
faithful adherence to lofty principles can 
- they be acquired. 
‘ 


The Lincoln car is universally recognized 
today as worthy of its honored name because 
each step in designing it and in building it 
has been taken in strict conformity to the 
tenets of correct engineering, masterly work- 
manship and good taste. 

















The refinements for which it is notable have 
been developed from a basic structure fun- 
damentally sound. It stands foursquare, a 
recognized masterpiece. 





LINCOLN MOTOR COMPANY 


DIVISION OF FORD MOTOR COMPANY, DETROIT, MICH, 
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bass-drum. He was not capable of feeling the 
necessary emotion; he preferred staying at 
home to holding a half-dozen strange and 
hectic women in his arms. 

“By all means, stay,” Lilah said agreeably. 
She kissed him on the top of his head and went 
out, wrapped in a voluminous coat of gold 
cloth, from which her face emerged, powdered, 
delicately rouged, like the face of a bisque 
figurine. 

Her mistiness had taken on a certain sharp 
and defined quality; she was more accentu- 
ated, less shadowy. The petulant droop of her 
lips was posses iN her eyes were larger and 
more _ brilliant—they pe se admiration 
frankly, if disdainfully, and gave nothing in 
return. 

Robert went to his easy-chair in the library 
with a sense of having been left flat. He 
expected at least a show of protest, of regret. 

Grace Fuller was at work in the library; he 
heard the click of her typewriter. He might 
go to her. Damn it, why not? She might be 
able to tell him what Lilah had meant when 
she said, “‘ By all means, stay.” 

He climbed the stairs slowly, puffing his 
cigar. He was, he realized, very tired. 
Pleasure exhausted him because he didn’t 
believe in it. To Lilah, it had all the luster 
of a Cause. 

Grace Fuller glanced up. 

“Not going? 

“Not going.” 
“Why?” 
Robert said lightly: ‘‘I’m fagged. Old age, 
suppose.” 
She pushed the machine away and sat 
staring at him with an expression which made 
him vaguely uncomfortable. 

‘What did Lilah say? 

Robert laughed: 
means to suit myself.” 

“You made a mistake. Why didn’t you tell 
her how tired you are and make her stay at 
home?” 

“I can’t make Lilah do anything.” 

“‘T wouldn't admit it, if I were you.” 
“Why not? She is undisciplined, but I 
would be the last one to try to curb her.” 

‘It’s too late, Robert. Lilah has taken the 
bit. She’s running away from you.” 

With a pang of irritable fear, Robert said 
sharply: ‘‘ Nonsense. 

Grace Fuller jerked the typewriter forward 
again and struck at the keys with her long, 
cool fingers. Her mouth had hardened; her 
eyes were obstinate. ‘‘Very well,” she said. 

“See here, Grace. Don’t exaggerate! 
Lilah’s excited. She has never seen life. She 
isn’t stale. And you and I are. . . . She'll 
get over it. There’s good in her.” 

“Tt isn’t ‘bad’ to love life,” Grace answered. 
“‘T am only suggesting that it is bad for you.” 

“IT can stand it.” 


— 





e invited me by all 


RACE FULLER gathered together her 

day’s work with deliberate gestures, 
sheaves of gray note-paper heavily embossed 
with the Thirty-eighth Street address in the 
English fashion, square envelops, checks, and 
receipted bills. Then she rose and stood for a 
moment looking down at Robert. 

‘I’m really very happy, Grace,” he said, on 
his guard against something in her expression. 

“I’m awfully glad,” she said finally, ‘‘to 
hear that.” 

She turned to leave the room, but Robert 
spoke quickly: ‘“‘Don’t go. I want to talk to 
you...” he hesitated and then said 
awkwardly, “about yourself.” 

“‘Myself?’’ Grace Fuller hesitated, flushing. 
‘Please don’t.” 

But she came back, and sank with a deep 
sigh, a sudden, almost pathetic relaxation, 
into a chair before the fire. Robert had never 
seen her looking so positively ugly; the guards 
were down; her distinction had given way to 
the essential woman, a creature defeated by 
her own disbelief. It was shocking, and to 
Robert, humiliating. He turned his eyes 
away 

“Don't talk about me,” Grace said. “T 
prefer to be left in my own Nirvana of self- 
forgetfulness. I have conquered ambition and 
regret, and you're sorry. for me! You ought 
to congratulate me . . 

She caught her breath sharply. ‘‘ How well 
that sounded! I almost convinced my- 
self...” She smiled crookedly at him, 
with a funny little grimace. ‘‘ You can’t get 
Nirvana without surrendering. I suppose 
there’s some primal bug of hope in my system; 
I still cherish the unattainable. I wish I had 
had the courage to fling myself away, as nuns 
do. What peace! To believe... I can't. 

Here I am, talking about myself . 

“There ought to be some way, ” Robert said, 
“‘to live in the world and like it. I used to. 
At one time I had things reduced to pretty 
simple terms. Lilah has shaken me out of my 
security. She is like a humming-bird, or 
something swift and alive. You're right—she 
has left me behind! My own world is stale, 
and hers is beyond my comprehension. Those 
darts and flights and quick stabs at things. 

When a man gets to be my age, he 
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wants to stand on a sort of hill and look off 
at his future. I’m too old to be puffing up the 
nether side. Frankly, I don’t know where 
Lilah is leading me, or whether, if I ever over- 
take her, I shall see anything beyond. Have 
I said too much? This isn’t in the nature of a 
confession. I’m not disgruntled. Only I 
thought that you might . 

Grace interrupted: Be can’t analyze her. 
She dazzles me. For all I know she is shallow 
water, but I am more inclined to think that 
she is beyond our depth, yours and mine. 
We’re making rather fools of ourselves trying 
to reach her and drag her up to our level into 
the common light of day. Iadoreher. She 
is the only human being I’ve ever known I 
could believe in, because she is absolutely 
honest.” 

“Then why—” Robert began. 

“Because you'll never understand her! 
Dear old Robert. You're a brown stone- 
front and Lilah is an English basement. 
You’ve inherited all the prejudices and social 
quaverings of the eighties. Lilah is—I wish 
there were a superlative for the word modern; 
would it be futurist? She has bolted into a 
new generation, with all its recklessness and 
daring and passion for facts. She likes things 
as they are, raw and naked. And that makes 
her saner than you and me, and safer.” 

“I’m not sure that you're right,” Robert 
said after a moment. “I think Lilah dodges 
reality. And what I’m afraid of is that the 
facts will spring out from ambush and hurt 
her terribly. I don’t want her hurt. There’s 
something ... at times... like a wilful 
child...” His expression changed. He 
became unaware of Grace Fuller’s watchful- 
ness. ‘I have failed to show her anything.’” 


HEN Lilah came in at two o'clock, she 

found them still together, in the library 
filmed with the smoke of cigars and cigarets 
and before a fire that had burned out. 

She crossed the room swiftly, letting her 
gold cloak slip away from her as the petals of a 
flower fold back from a slender stamen. She 
was dressed in pollen yellow with amber orna- 
ments; barbaric earrings brushed her shoul- 
ders. She wore no rings, not liking them; her 
wedding ring had been discarded an hour 
after her wedding. 

“Hello! Still awake? I thought you were 
sleepy, Robert! Who has a cigaret? I came 
back before I wanted to because I had 
twinges of conscience. I thought afterward 
that you might be ill. It was foolish of me. 
I made apologies to the Sinclairs and painted 
a terrible picture—Robert with a fever. They 
wanted me to go on to the Club, so I went. 
Reluctantly! Now don’t you both feel silly? 

“‘T danced with Heifetz. He has eyes like 
agates set in satin cushions. He dances 
divinely, but I was afraid he might scratch one 
of his famous hands on this girdle of mine— 
the beads are so sharp. He thought me quite 
Austrian, not French. He is coming here with 
that American violinist who made such a hit 
in Rome and has married a pretty American 
girl when he had a choice of titles and mil- 
lions. 

“Tt was really awfully amusing. Poiret 
was there, looking us over. He is rather like a 
Bedouin — Barker’s Constantine Madras. 
He thinks American woman potential; but 
they lack something the French have. Now 
you know, both of you, that we don’t know 
how to wear hats; if we're picturesque, we're 
not chic, and if we’re chic, we’re not pictur- 
esque. I’m sick and tired of hearing about 
Cecile Sorel. Poiret raved, too, and there was 
a little Roumanian attaché from Washington 
who declared that she is the most beautiful 
woman in the world. I can’t seeit. She hasa 
wonderful neck, but that mouth! And there’s 
nothing subtle about flamingo-pink ostrich 
feathers in a Roman helmet made out of 
rhinestones. Bordoni is lovelier; she has the 
most provocative feet in the world. Heifetz 
likes olive women with eyebrows . . . at least, 
I think so—he danced with one and his ex- 
pression was like the last movement of 
Debussy’s L’A prés-Midi d’un Faune .. .« 

‘Another cigaret, Robert. Aren’t you two 
being rather glum? What have you been 
talking about? Me, of course! I suppose you 
dished me up from soup to fish. Is there any- 
thing left of me? Do you like me? Ima 
trusting soul, to leave you together! Not a 
servant in sight and you two marooned i in the 
library, picking my mortal bones. 

She perched on the arm of Robert’s chair 
and the cloak fell to the floor. She was as 
alive, as vivacious as if the night were only 
begun. She had an imperishable luster, a sur- 
face brilliance that was beginning to harden, 
like the skin of a pearl... . 


[iLAH dreaded the approach ot spring. 
4 Summer meant the Point, where she had 
no one to stand between Robert and herself, 
except Junius. There had been no appreciable 
abatement of the New York season; very few 
people had gone South, since all eyes were 
turning again toward Europe. Lilah sug- 
gested Paris to Robert, but he was, for once, 


determined. He expected her to go with him, 
in June, to Maine. 

Lilah had been launched with a certain 
momentum; now she could not stop. She ran 
from one important pleasure to another. Her 
time was taken up by the meaningless activi- 
ties of the young married set, the débutantes of 
an immediate yesterday who were now tasting 
freedom and a characteristic dissipation; 
marriage seemed to be not a bondage but an 
excuse for license; the manners and the casual 
morality of these matrons were the result, 
they said, of the war. Most of them had mar- 
ried in a hurry, but there were no signs of 
leisurely repentance; rather, divorce was 
spoken of across the dinner-table and accom- 
plished after breakfast. Speech was reckless, 
profane, and satirical; there was nothing left 
to be shocked at because everything had been 
said. Love was always possible, but never 
probable unless tinged, at least, with the illicit. 
Concessions were made to any one who had 
“fa line,” and lapses from social grace were 
condoned and even glorified. 


HERE was, Lilah discovered, a code, aston- 

ishing to the older generation. But this had 
always been so. The difference lay, not in 
the code itself but in the mental condition 
that had produced it. This generation had 
been hurled against the bayonets, into the 
mud-pits and stench holes, the heroisms and 
pitiless defeats of war. Brought up to believe 
in progress, in their own infallibility and tri- 
umph, they had, in adolescence, been stripped 
of their most inestimable faith. It was nat- 
ural that they should scorn both their teachers 
and the untruth they had been fed, as with a 
spoon. They made their own deductions; im- 
patient, ironic, and without sentiment, they 
raced forward. 

The men were more balanced than the 
women; a preponderance of serious-minded 
men were intent on finding out something, no 
matter what. Lilah listened to much bitter 
speculation. While they speculated, they 
either drank or danced or, without emotion, 
experimented in the flesh. 

Lilah met some strange fish. There were 
times when her over-stimulated mind refused 
to accept impressions and she saw faces 
swimming, floating, snatched away, reappear- 
ing, like the fantastic denizens of an aquarium. 

The city required that a woman should ap- 
pear impervious to fatigue; Lilah fell into the 
luxurious habit of having her tired face 
“patted” into lines of animation at so much 
an hour. Tilted back in a combination 
barber-chair and operating table, she gave 
herself up to the fingers of a beauty specialist. 
Lilah submitted to hours of manipulation; 
her face was smothered in clay masks, packed 
in ice, slapped, pinched, and stroked. These 
were her only moments of relaxation. At the 
mercy of the expert, her body rested, her mind 
swam in and out of the mazes. At her side, 
upon a highly antiseptic glass table, bottles 
and jars contained the supposedly mysterious 
ingredients of youth; Lilah believed in their 
advertised potency. Lulled by the touch of 
soothing fingers and the odor of creams, lo- 
tions, tonics, herbs, sachets, rouges, and pow- 
ders, Lilah spent hours in these brocaded 
salons. 

Other hours, fixed appointments rigorously 
kept, were spent at the hairdresser’s, where, 
before a triple mirror, beneath a cluster of 
lights, her vanity was fed by a mannered 
Frenchman who wielded the Marcel irons 
with a sort of tenderness. Her hards, sur- 
rendered to a pale girl in black, became 
smooth and pointed, tinted, polished. She 
enjoyed the odor of this establishment— 
a combination of violet brilliantine, singed hair 
and a Gallic thrift. 

Early in February, her life took a strange 
turn. She went around a corner into a new 
street. 


HE had been invited, significantly, without 

Robert. May Sinclair thought Robert 

a wet-blanket and had said: “Come alone. 

It’s going to be a bit wild. Robert wouldn’t 

understand. Give him his slippers and leave 
him at home.” 

The Sinclairs lived in a Park Avenue apart- 
ment, fifteen stories above ground. A colum- 
barium maze of small rooms had been trans- 
formed, by a judicious knocking out of walls, 
into a stately salon. Upon this lofty shelf 
Mrs. Sinclair lived and entertained, in the 
fashion of modern New York, any one who 
amused her. 

Lilah found the company already there. 
A man sat at the piano, improvising. She 
recognized Montague Wilder and his inevi- 
table tumbler of whisky. He couldn’t play, he 
said, unless he was thoroughly drunk. Then 
he played divinely. He looked up as Lilah 
came in and, not pausing, called: ‘‘Lilah! 
Lovely Lilah! Dance for us! This is a waltz 
on a poem by von Hoffmanstahl. Listen! 
Isn't it lovely? Dance. Something Viennese! 
Cupids and garlands, hoops and _ little 
waists. 

Lilah ‘lifted her arms. Suddenly she felt 


very gay and triumphant. She was conscious 
of people sitting in the shadowy corners of the 
room, watching her. She began to waltz. 
The little square of cloth that did for a train 
got between her feet and she caught it up, 
exposing her ankles to the frank admiration 
of her audience. No one said anything. This 
was the lazy after-dinner hour before vivacity 
had worked its way to the surface. Later, 
every one would talk at once. 

Lilah said breathlessly: “Mrs. Vernon 
Castle!” And waltzed into the arms of 
Chivers Chew, who was the only man in the 
room on his feet. They whirled for a minute 
(Chew danced abominably) and then Lilah 
sat down beside Wilder. ‘‘That was wonder- 
ful, Montague. But play something serious. 
Chopin.” 

“For God’s sake, Montague, cut it out,” 
Chew complained. “I’m blue enough.” 

“Use your mind,” some one advised. ‘“‘ You 
can do anything with your mind.” 

Montague Wilder improvised on the theme: 
“T’ll be lonely in Kalua.” Glittering scales 
ornamented the melody; he took it by the 
hand and led it into the Debussy half-tones, 


so that the South Sea ragtime tune became a ‘ 


wistful Frerich song, a thing of strangeness and 
nuance. His left hand reached for the whisky 
glass without seeming to know what his right 
hand did, but there was no break in the in- 
vention of technical feats. Through this dis- 
sonance and unexpected harmony the 
familiar melody seemed classical, important. 
“You're wickedly clever,” Lilah said. 

“Wait until I’ve had a quart,”’ he answered. 
“T’ll play the D flat waltz in thirds. Rosen- 
thal could do it, but no one else ever has.”’ 

‘‘Who’s here?” Lilah asked. 

“Oh, the Heywoods. Pound, the ship- 
builder. He’s middle-class’ English. The 
wife is with him and she’s worse. Carey, 
the Hawaiian Carey. Miss Wagner—pro- 
nounced wiih @ wag. Futnam’ Fiagg and a 
girl from San Diego who writes. May has 
never drawn such a hand—aces and eights! 
Why are we here?”’ 

“Who is Putnam Flagg?” Lilah interrupted. 

“T don’t know.” 

“What is May going to do with us?” 

“The opera. Then back here. And then 
talk, until morning.” 

“ory. Ik?” 


May Sinclair unfolded and rose from a long 
sofa upholstered in taupe velvet. ‘Come on! 
*Butterfly’!” 

“*Butterfly’! 
der groaned. 

‘“‘Let’s stay here and play, you and I,” 
Lilah whispered. 

“No, you don’t.” May Sinclair’s clear, 
high voice came between them. “Drink 
that whisky, Montague, and bring Lilah! 
Farrar’s singing.” 

“‘Worse and worse,” Montague Wilder 
said. But he rose, and Lilah found her wrap. 


Good God,’ Montague Wil- 


N THE elevator, she brushed shoulders 

with a tall man who stared at her down 
his nose. May Sinclair never introduced any 
one. This, Lilah supposed, was Putnam 
Flagg. Afterwards, long afterwards, it used 
to amuse her to think of their meeting in a 
stuffy little elevator that slid down fifteen 
stories while they stared at each other. 

He had a curious, rather flat nose, eyes like 
an animal, and the beautifully modeled full 
mouth of a satyr. 

They did not speak, but Lilah thought: 
“T hope May will let him come with me.” 

The Sinclair motor waited at the curb, and 
Lilah hung back, pretending to adjust the 
collar of her wrap. She heard Mrs. Sinclair 
call: ‘“‘Lilah! Lilah!”” With a flurry, the 
writer from San Diego and the elder Carey 
embarked, the Englishman and his wife 
followed, and the attendant, closing the door 
of the limousine, signaled for Lilah’s little 
brougham. .. . She was to have the tall 

man and Montague Wilder to herself. 

She beckoned to them; the car slipped into 
the stream of downtown traffic upon the heels 
of May Sinclair’s crowded chariot, and again 
she became conscious of the pressure of her 
shoulder against his. 

“T am Mrs. Peabody, ” she explained. 

“Major Flagg,” he answered briefly. 

They did not speak again until a skilful 
and precarious landing had been made before 
the Opera. It was Montague Wilder’s mono 
logue. He complained on the way across town 
that opera in New York was debased, a com- 
mercial sideshow. There were no voices 
worth mentioning. No one below the peanut 
heaven knew anything about music; tradition 
was lost on the balance of the house, and 
therefore the singers played fast and loose 
with the scores. He had heard a famous 
prima donna cheat three times in one evening, 
substituting a 6 flat for a high c to the rage 
and mortification of Moranzoni; but the audi- 
ence was unaware, so why bother to sing? 
Galli flatted to her heart’s content. Now that 
Caruso was gone, there was no one. No one, 
that is, save Diaz, who was permitted to sing 

(Continued on page 110) 
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once or twice a season—it was worth going a 
thousand miles to hear him do the prologue 
of the “Coq d’Or” and the ragpicker in 
“Louise.” 

But who could sing ‘‘ Depuis le Jour,” since 
Mary had gone to Chicago? Jeritza would 
snuff out like a rocket, in two years. or less. 
She was too damned Teutonic. .. . 

In the lobby, May Sinclair gathered her 
aces and eights and led them around the red 
velvet corridors to her box. She was a tall, 
blonde, long-waisted woman who had reduced 
from two hundred to one hundred and thirty- 
five pounds in less than a year and had had a 
sort of personal renaissance, a rebirth. From 
a fat placidity, a dowdy gentleness, she had 
entered upon a willowy emotionalism; she 
was enormously interested in what she had, 
for years, surrendered because of her sense of 
the fitness of things. She was experimenting; 
it was no longer ridiculous to experiment. 
She was forty, but she was not fat. 

The Latin Hou! Hous! of Butterfly’s rela- 
tives were retreating before a matter-of-fact 
Pinkerton, sung by Martinelli. Farrar, in a 

nasturtium-red kimona with a metallic obi, 
her blue-black hair a pin-wheel of lacquered 
ornaments, crouched before an artificial 
cherry tree in the fulness of per blossom- 
ing. Lilah saw the stage, a pool of light, and 
the two small gesticulating figures, across the 
shoulders of Mrs. Sinclair and the writer from 
San Diego. That music, melting, propitiating, 
assailed her, like a personal appeal. Bimba, 
dagli occhi pieni di malia— 

If Martinelli would only cut his hair... . 

The house was not crowded, but, as always, 
the boxes made a show—poor relatives of the 
holders, or relatives of the poor relatives, or 
music teachers, or God knows who... 
Lilah had not heard “‘ Butterfly” often enough 
to be bored. But Montague Wilder had curled 
up in the anteroom and had gone sound asleep. 

Suddenly Lilah’s eyes turned to Major 
Flagg. She had wanted him to be watching 
her, and he was. Their eyes held. It was a 
game. His eyes were unwavering and yet 
something kept flickering in them; it was as 
if a shutter opened and closed. Whenever 
she was about to leap into his eyes, he shut 
her out. More than anything she had ever 
wanted, she wanted to get by that barrier, 
whatever it was, into his eyes. Once inside, 
she could conquer him, but never so long as 
he kept her out. 

She had not spoken to him except to say 
that she was Mrs. Peabody and to receive his 
polite but non-committal answer. 

He was winning the game... 


ILAH shrugged her shoulders and turned 
back to the stage, where Pinkerton, feeling 
carefully behind him for the steps, drew 
Butterfly into the dolce dimora. Farrar, 
abandoned, Carmen in a kimono, swayed 
forward, lost in ecstasy; her feet, in gold 
lacquer sandals, mounted the steps, slowly, 
slowly, as her head tilted back to that kiss 
on the threshold. i 

“Oh, God,” Montague Wilder said, sitting 
up, disheveled and sleepy. “Puccini! Lilah 
—let’s go back and drink more of May’s 
Scotch.” 

She shook her head. 

It was no use pretending they had not 
looked at each other like that. 

In the corridor, pacing up and down with 
Mrs. Sinclair, who couldn’t find any one to 
smile at because it was a parade of “loans,” 
Lilah heard in snatches that Putnam Flagg 
was “‘queer,” that he had “ideas.” He had 
been gassed and had a bad heart. It made 
Mrs. Sinclair jumpy because at any moment 
he might faint. 

Talk to him, Lilah, I can’t.”” Mrs. Sin- 
clair caught sight of old ‘‘ Rosie” Jackson and 
shed Lilah. 

Lilah found herself at Flagg’s side. He was 
too tall. She felt little and silly. But more 
than that she was excited, a dangerous, un- 
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familiar excitement. 
it, then or later. He spoke of the opera. 
liked it. He liked Farrar. 
alive. A woman like that. 

“Well?” 

“Magnificent! Not quite feminine.” 

“Do you know her?” 

“No. I shouldn’t want to.” 

“Why?” 

“T hate finding sawdust in dolls.” 

“Perhaps you wouldn’t 

“T might.” He smiled down at her. “ And 
then I’d have one less enthusiasm. I can't do 
with too few! It’s lonely enough as it is. 
Rows of ’em, prone, with the sawdust spilling 
out of their heads! ‘Leave me Farrar, please.” 

After a moment he said: “‘This is the first 
opera I’ve heard in five years. I’ve been in 
New Mexico for two years. Before that, in 
France, I didn’t care to go. I hope Mrs. Sin- 
clair won ’t leave early. I want to be in at the 
death. 

“ Montague Wilder would consider you 
very unsophisticated. He laughs at Puccini, 
or, as you know, he goes to sleep.” 

Flagg seemed for a moment to consider. 
“T don’t dare to laugh at things,”’ he said pres- 
ently. ‘It’s dangerous. You begin by laugh- 
ing at your pet little detestations and you wind 
up by losing your big faiths. It doesn’t pay 
to be too fastidious.” 

“Doesn't it?” Lilah said lightly 


She could not expiain 
He 
“Because she js 


HE SHUT her out again. As if embarrassed 
by having made a confidence, he turned 
his head away. People were staring at them 
and Lilah wondered whether she had been 
recognized. Her photograph, taken by a flat- 
tering man of title against a background of 
Florentine brocade, had been published 
broadcast in those magazines whose business 
it is to foster the idea that an American society 
really exists. Lilah had discovered that it was 
not altogether easy to get yourself advertised, 
even though you happened to be Mrs. Robert 
Peabody. But she had taken this hurdle, as 
she took all of them, with alacrity, and it was 
therefore not improbable that this strolling 
crowd stared at her for the reason that the 
American crowd loves its celebrity as the 
Englishman loves his duke. Ordinarily, she 
would have been content to enjoy the flattery 
implied by this attention alone, but to-night 
her pleasure was doubled because she particu- 
larly wanted this man to be aware of her. He 
could scarcely be unaware that she was 
attracting attention. 

At the box door, Mrs. Sinclair waited with 
the air of being about to sweep them into a 
net. ‘“‘We’re going on to the Rendezvous 
after the second act. Montague’s fearfully 
hored and Carey has a Gilda Gray complex. 
I hope you won’t mind, you two. 

Flagg made a polite if not enthusiastic 
gesture and Lilah, catching his eyes deliber- 
ately, permitted her own to say: ‘‘I’m sorry, 
for your sake.” 

As they entered the box, he remarked 
simply: “I have a rotten heart and can't 
dance. . . . Who is Gilda Gray?’ 

“She is a lovely, initiated, transplanted 
savage,” Lilah explained, ‘“‘who dances the 
hula-hula on Forty-fifth Street.” 

Again their eyes held. The lights dimmed: 
with a sigh, a rustle, the great audience faced 
again the glowing proscenium. Lilah had a 
curious sensation of being isolated, alone, in a 
crowded emptiness, with this man. Life, for 
the moment, was immeasurably suspended. 
There was a dignity, a beauty about the im- 
pending, the imminent disaster. She would 
love this man. She could not help herself. She 
paused, amazed, before the strangeness and 
the splendor of that recognition. The mo- 
ment prolonged itself, until, in the fixed and 
intense meeting of their eyes there was mutual 
declaration. It seemed that they must sit 
thus, strangers, in a shadowy balcony above 
a pool of music, forever. . 

(To be continued in the Marc h issue) 


BARON DE MEYER FORECASTS THE 
EARLY SPRING MODE 


(Concluded from page 30) 


re-embroidered in silver threads. The foun- 
dation is formed of pantalettes of silver tissue, 
which hardly show under the very full skirt, 
made on Indian nautch girl lines. 

‘*A bright sapphire blue satin vegetal gown, 
cleverly draped. There are many floating 
panels, some of which sweep the ground. To 
be worn with this gown is a mahogany velvet 
coat lined with blue. It has the new em- 
broidered inside pockets. 

‘“4 pale lavender chemise, over flesh, very 
medieval in style, has Renaissance designs 


Baron De Meyer is now in Egypt. 


worked in lovely pearls and mother-of- 
arl. 

“The black velvet coat designed for this 
gown is lined with pale lavender marabou. 
The collar is of the same. There is a belt 
belonging to the coat made of mother-of-pearl 
clasped by large cameos of coral. 

““T did suggest muslins and linen frocks, but 
Therese would not hear of them. She said 
they would be of no use in Cannes. She would 
therefore do without them in Palm Beach. 
They might crowd her trunks.” 


) 


His account of 


the clothes and the society to be seen against a desert 
background will appear in the March Harper's Bazar. 
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For Lovely Arms and 
Shoulders— the 
ALCORUB Skin-Treatment 


Y STIMULATING the nerves and blood-vessels 
B of the entire body-skin, the ALcorus skin- 
treatment does what facial cosmetics alone can 
never do. It tones up the skin of the body as a 
whole, drawing the life-giving blood into the skin- 
cells, and aiding thereby the growth of new and 
healthy tissue. 

The Atcorus skin-treatment is simple and in- 
expensive. It requires neither special leisure nor 
expensive appliances. A few minutes and the will 
to persevere are all you need. Just see how really 
simple it is: 


Amazing Results Follow Use of 
ALCORUB 

You will actually see the improvement 
in the texture of your skin within a short 
time after you have begun the regular 
use of the Atcorus Skin-Treatment. It 
will be firm and smooth, clear in color, 
neither moist and clammy nor excess- 
ively dry. 

Blackheads and other blemishes, due 
to clogged pores and the insufficient 
cleansing of ordinary soap and water, 
will have disappeared. You will have a 
skin that is truly beautiful and healthy— 


The ALCORUB 
Skin-Treatment 


Take a hot bath every other night 
before going to bed. Dry the body as 
usual. Then pour a little ALcorus into 
your hand and rub the entire surface of 
the body until you feel a gentle glow. 
(This glow is due to stimulation of nerve- 
endings, dilation of the blood- vessels 
and a consequent increased flow of 


blood.) 


After this application of ALcorvs is all 
rubbed in, dash a second application of 
Atcorvs quickly over the skin and let it not dry or scaly, that chafes readily, that 
evaporate. Do not rub in this second perspires too freely nor that is excessively 
application. As ALcoruB evaporates, it oily. 
cools the skin. 

Regin the ALCORUB 
Skin-Treatment Tonight 


Know the lure of lovely arms and 
shoulders, the charm of a satiny skin 
texture. Wordsworth said that true 
beauty dwells in deep retreats. ALCORUB 
creates beauty by a medically correct 
stimulation of nerves and blood-vessels. 
It is not a mere lotion. Buy a bottle of 
A.tcorusB and start now. Get genuine 
Atcorus for Atcorus results. Send for 
the ALcorup folder. 


Guards Against Your Taking 
Cold 


Many women have found that they can 
go out after having taken a hot bath, 
followed by the use of ALtcorus, with 
less danger of taking cold. Atcorus 
closes the pores temporarily 
and increases the resistance 
of the skin to cold draughts, 
infection and injury. 






U. S. INDUSTRIAL ALCOHOL Co. 


NEW YORK 


Gi ALCORUB 


For the Beauty and Health of the Skin 
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into a coat of 
“tty-Lo.” that exclu- 
sive fabric to be had ] 
only in 





Werth Cos 


N 
OR EVERY OC scASIO 


you will feel that Luxurious Comfort— 
that Stunning Smartness made possible by 
its exquisite texture and fine Tailoring. 


The soft, rich beauty of “tfy-Lo.” 
hanced by the vogue of newhigh shades for Spring. 


Model illustrated, of “tfy-Lo.” 
Worthwile Coats are available at smart shops 


is greatly en- 


and other 


everywhere. 


For information write to Dept. D 


E.J. WILE & COMPANY 


498 SEVENTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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Comm arnt Country Sportswear 


fashioned by 


Shaaqmoor 


MAKERS 


VERY 


Linder 


garment made by 
Brothers 


single 
carrying the 
tailored the inimit- 

This 


garment is 


Shagmoor label, is 
able Linder 
that every 
quality standard and not down to a 


Way. label means 


built up to a 


competitive price. 


Every garment bearing this 
Shagmoor label gives a certain intrin- 
the symbol of an 
which for years has 


sic security, it is 
establishment 
sold only the best to a clientele who 
will accept only the best. 

See that your Spring suit and coat 
label if 


smart 


carry a Shagmoor 


combine 


you 
would fashions— 


beautiful materials and workman- 


ship that is beyond criticism. 


Shagmoor garments are made 


only by 


Inder Bros) 


498 Seventh Ave 205 W56" St 
Garment Center Capitol 


NEW YORK 











HARPER’S BAZAR 


AND THE WORLD LAUGHS WITH YOU 


Wyndham 


Martyn’s Story 
(Continued from page 63) 
Wisden shrugged his shoulders, but the 


he was as a drowning man snatching at 
straws. 

“How do I know you are house-broken?” 
he said. “What was your college? Who are 
you? Am I to introduce you as ‘Blisters’?” 

“Vou can call me anything you like,” said 
the other. “I danced my way through Yale, 
and since when have manners been needed 
in a crowd like that?” 

‘True. But good clothes are, and the 
possession of a motor car of price. You must 
have innumerable changes of raiment. You 
must have enough ready money to gamble at 
a moment’s notice. No doubt, my dear 
Blisters, you are a worthy youth, but the 
crowd you aspire to enter is trained to 
extravagance, whereas you would be hope- 
le ssly an amateur.” 

“If I come here with a wardrobe sufficient 
for my needs, with a really good car, and 
enough pocket money to pay my debts, will 
you consent?” 

‘Where would you get the money and 
what is your motive?” Wisden was instantly 
suspicious. 

“T’ve got a friend who will back me to the 
limit because he believes in me. I'll expect 
you to pay me back for what I’ve spent. 
That shows I’m in earnest. You sized me up. 
If you saw anything of the bunco man or 
sneak thief, you didn’t say so. 

Blisters’ eyes brightened. 
considering the thing favorably! 

“You are urging me,” said Wisden slowly, 
“to a course I believe to be stupid, and I am 
inclined to listen, although I know perfectly 
well that all the supremely foolish things in 
life are done by men of my age. If I accept, 
it is because I am backing my judgment of 
you and you are a last resort. If you can 
break off the match I will give you ten 
thousand dollars. When could you come?” 

“T should need a week or more to get my 
hands in shape. They're burned.” 

“Your name,” Wisden intormed him, 
“would be, if I accepted your offer, John 
Talbot. Your father lived for many years in 
Shanghai. He was my Far-Eastern agent. 
As our relationship was purely a business one, 
my daughter would have no curiosity about 
him or you. One word more. I still believe 
in honor among men, although there have 
been disappointments.” Wisden rose and 
looked the newly-born John Talbot in the 
eyes. “‘Do you give me your word of honor 
to leave directly I tell you that in my opinion 
as judge you have failed in your mission? 

“Absolutely,” said John Talbot. ‘‘You 
are the doctor.” 

“Mind you,” said Wisden, ere they parted, 
“T wholly disapprove of this sort of thing. 
Do not presume upon a business partnership 
to get the same welcome that the real Talbot 
would have been entitled to. You under- 
stand?” 

‘It seems to me,” said Blisters, grinning, 
“that you’d make a hell of a father-in-law.’ 
He limped down the drive and flagged a 

Pickwick stage to Los Angeles. 


Wisden was 


HE half hour or so before dinner seldom 


found Wisden among his daughter’s 
friends. The emptiness of their talk nauseated 


him. The familiarity of their manners was an 
offense. Yet he was forced to admit that 
Elaine fitted perfectly into the environ- 
ment. 

From the gallery that extended three sides 
of the big hall, the financier peered down with 
what he hoped was a sardonic look which he 
trusted would be duly noted. But none 
glanced so high, for “Beef” Smith had in- 
vented a new cocktail and the thing assumed 
the importance of a national event. It bade 
fair to eclipse Wisden’s entrance. 

“What is it, Little Father?” Elaine asked 
when she saw him. She was prouder of this 
tall, austere, cynical man than he guessed. 

‘To Little Father!” cried ‘ Beef’? Smith. 
He had not the mock-modesty which prevents 
some men from appreciating their own genius. 
He raised a glass. 

As usual Wisden ignored him. ‘“ You have 
heard me speak of my friend Talbot of Shang- 
hai. His son John is coming. Let me see, he 
should be about twenty-four or -five now. 
He cailed up from the Biltmore in Los 
Angeles yesterday and I asked him up for-a 
week or two.” Wisden looked at his watch. 

“ He’s due in gy for dinner.” 

“Oh, Little Father,” she cried, “how 
inconsiderate! We may not like him.” In 
her set absolute strangers were unwelcome. 

Wisden looked about him. His cold glance 
fell upon ‘* Convie,”’ whose nickname was an 
abbreviation of Convict gained legitimately 
by several sentences for speeding under 
synthetic stimulus. He looked at the huge 
frame ot “Beef” Smith, lyric now with 
triumph. He looked longer and more coldly 
at op Norcross. 

I don’t suppose for a moment he will like 

you or your friends, Elaine.’ 
I've got a great idea for a Shanghai 
cocktail.”’ said “Beef.” He sent a footman 

\ hot-footing for chili-sauce. 


gaiety was unaffected by it. “Let me be 
told when Mr. Talbot has come,” he said. 

“Fathers are quite irresponsible,” said 
Elaine. ‘‘Here we are, absolutely a perfect 
group with the same interests, and Little 
Father has to ask one of his bright young 
business men here to spoil it!” 

“It’s got to be hot like the tropic sun,” said 
Beef seriously, “‘and to have a kick like 
yellow fever and some faint tang of jungle 
flowers. Convie, go and fetch that scented 
stuff you rub your map with after shaving. 
That's ninety-seven per cent.” 

Convie had only just brought his per- 
fume back when a _ low-hung_lilac-colored 
roadster came almost noiselessly up the drive 

‘The pride of Shanghai approaches,” said 
Norcross. 

John Talbot stopped his car and clapped 
his hands vigorously. 

‘It’s the way they summon help in the 
— *” Norcross volunteered. 

albot was apparently unconscious of the 
many people staring at him. He gave direc- 
tions to a man from the garage and followed 
a footman up the steps. Wisden hurried out 
to meet him. Wisden was nervous and his 
nervousness took the form of a very hearty 
greeting. Every one who knew his ways was 
astonished. Evidently John Talbct of 
Shanghai was a personage. 

“My daughter,” said Wisden, and waved 
a hand which embraced not less than a dozen 
charmingly dressed girls. 

Talbot bowed graciously to the group. 
“You have done well,” he said urbanely. 

“Only one of them,” Wisden corrected, 
indicating the prettiest of the group of attrac- 
tive girls. “Elaine, this is young John 
Talbot. You have heard me speak of his 
father.” 

Young Talbot bowed slightly. Elaine in 
her evening gown of brocaded silver cloth 
was more lovely than he thought a girl could 
be. 

Elaine wondered why her father had not 
prepared her for so eminently presentable a 
young man as this. He was better looking 
than any boy in the crowd. Talbot of 
Shanghai looked to be unconcerned with 
commercial activities and entirely unem- 
barrassed to find himself in this magnificent 
house and among the smartest set on the 
Coast. 


LAINE was slim and twenty. Her eyes 

were amethyst in shade, long, laughing 
eyes and even the suns of Southern California 
had been unable to roughen the delicate skin 
of face and neck. Yet she had. with all her 
feminine allurement, something of the domi- 
nance of her father. Talbot recognized it by 
the way in which she ruled her crowd. 

He acknowledged the introductions without 
evincing any marked cordiality. He looked 
long at Gavin Norcross, the man he had come 
to frustrate. There was no doubt about 
Gavin’s charm when he deigned to use it. 
He was almost as tall as John Talbot, but 
slighter. He moved with a Latin grace and 
had a swift, white-toothed smile. In repose it 
was a cruel and unscrupulous face. He was 
dark as a Mexican. 

Talbot knew, as he bowed, that Gavin 
Norcross did not welcome him. Norcross 
had no rivals among the dozen boys that were 
either house guests or living on neighboring 
estates. It was understood that he had found 
favor in FElaine’s sight. 

Norcross was older than the rest of the 
men and admired for his polo and certain 
almost legendary affairs of which he discoursed 
when no ladies were present. Talbot was too 
well-groomed and assured to please him. 
Norcross reflected uneasily that he was also a 
warm friend of Wisden’s. He decided to allow 
no intimacy between the stranger and Elaine. 
He was glad to see that Nylla Cardew had 
already annexed him. 

Nylla was a dark, slight, intense beauty, 
It was necessary that she should marry well 
and Talbot of Shanghai suggested oriental 
luxury. 

“Directly I saw you,” Nylla began, “I 
knew I had met you in a former life. I was 
Cleopatra and I’m not sure whether you 
were Mark or Julius. It’s almost embarrassing 
to meet a former husband. In the old days 
you loaded me down with rubies. Don't 
you re member?” 

‘Very well,” he sighed, “and that sort of 
thing made me a bankrupt in my present 
incarnation. My creditors only got four 
cents on the dollar.” 

“Ah,” said Nylla,. “I’m broke, too. I 
want a young and handsome husband like 
you, but I shall draw some one old and 
innocent, or,” she turned her eyes to a huge 
youth, behind whom came a footman with a 
tray, “‘some one like Beef, who has almost 
every intellectual attribute but intelligence, 
and every virtue but kindness.” 

“This,” said Beef, interrupting the con- 
versation, “‘is the original Shanghai cocktail.” 


(Continued on page 11.4) 
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The Gift 
of Gifts 


Whether birthday, wedding, 
anniversary or any other 
gift occasion, the Mesh Bag 
is a much loved gift. 





It is one of the few gifts that 
meet the strictest dictates 
of Fashion and is also so ex- 
tremely useful that it is a de- 
light to carry anywhere. 
Buy American-made Mesh 
Bags. It is your protection 
and assurance of Jasting ser- 
vice. Look for the name 
“Whiting & Davis”—it is 
the symbol of exclusive 
design and superior crafts- 
manship and assures satis- 
faction. 





Whiting & Davis Company 


Plainville, Norfolk County, 
Massachusetts 


“ ” 
Whaling & Davis Mesh is used in the - Th t 
beautiful mesh scene in Irving Berlin's Gifts hat as 
New Music Box Revue, staged by MESH 
Hassard Short and presented by Sam H. WHITING & DAVIS CO 
Harris at the Music Box Theatre in MaBAGS- r 


New York. 


Created and Made in America. 


Whiting & Davis Mesh Bags 


In the Better Grades, Made of the Famous Whiting Soldered Mesh 





U can reduce “all over” or just “in 
“by simply rolling yourself with 
rrugated enameled “roller.” The re- 
easy and sure. Twenty minutes a 
day, and the fat rolls away. No diet! No 
_ exercise! Endorsed and in use by leading 
} physicians and physical instructors. 
1 reducer is sold by most of the better stores — some 
vare listed below. Ask your favorite deale— 
me your check or money order for $12.50. I 
_Your reducer and instruction book prepaid by 
ina plain package. Order yours today or 
for free booklet, -. 
"New York, Franklin Simon & Co. 
Bonwit-Teller & Co. 
. Chicago, Marshall Field & Co. 
E. Burnham, Inc. 
Chas. A. Stevens & Bros. 
Pittsburg, Joseph Horne Co. 
Washington, Woodward & Lothrop 
Cincinnati, |§ The McAlpine Co. 
Cleveland, © Halle Brothers 
Dayton, Rike-Kumler Co. 
Indianapolis, L. S. Avers & Co. 
. Kansas City, Harzfeld’s 
Los Angeles, Bullock’s 
\ Blackstone’s 
San Francisco, City of Paris 
ANY Seattle, Frederick & Nelson 
. Portland, Meier & Frank 
N Selfridge & Co., Ltd. 





London 
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The Precious Perfume 


Duplicating in America 
its dominating Parisian success 
Comes in: 


EXTRAIT + POUDRE 
EAU DE TOILETTE 


ROGER G GALLET 
_ PARIS 






25 WEST ¥Y2ND ST, NEW YORK 


“FASHIONS IN FRAGRANCE” 
Roger & Gallet’s New Guide to Paris- 
ian Toilette Specialties on request. 
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Skin Freshener— 
Tones up the skin 
and brings color to 
the cheeks. Twe 


sizes, $1.25, $3. 





SEAST52™st. New Yorn, 
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C Ihe scientilic way to 
fresh and lasting beauty 





HE allure of youth, the 
charm of maturity, are 
brought out by Face Meld- 
ing, originated and perfected 
by Primrose House. 


Because it is founded on 
scientific methods, Face 
Molding accomplishes defi- 
nite results, surely and safely 
removing lines and wrinkles 
and the signs of illness, worry, 
fatigue and age. You can easily 
give yourself this treatment. It 
is described in our attractive 
book “Here Dwells Youth” 
which also tells about the 
other interesting and famous 
preparations of Primrose 
House. Write for a free copy. 





Face Molding 
Cream-Nourishes 
tissues : eradicates 
lines and wrinkles. 
Three sizes $1.50, 
$3.00, $5.00. 
Balsam Asstrin- 
gent — Strengthens 
muscles, helps re- 
duce double chin, 
tightens the skin. 
Two sizes, $2.50, 
$4.00. 


CT HE four preparations essential for Face Mold- 
ing, illustrated above, and other Primrose House 
preparations are sold at leading stores throughout 
the country or will be sent by mail on receipt 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


AND THE WORLD LAUGHS WITH YOU 


Wyndham Martyn’s Story 


(Continued from page 112) 


“What makes you think so?” Talbot asked 
and put the mixture back scarcely touched. 
“I'm afraid the Far East is still unknown and 
mysterious so far as you are concerned.” 


ALBOT left Beef and Nylla. He had to 
dress for dinner. 

Beef frowned as he saw the stranger 
depart. “I don’t like that bird,” he said, 
‘and when I don’t like any one I find the 
chance to let *em know it.” 

“Waste no time with the dead or broke,” 
she advised, “‘T never do.” 

The two crossed to where Elaine was stand- 
ing with Norcross and Convie. The group 
united in declaring that the new arrival did 
not fit in. 

“LT never saw your father so cordial,” 
Gavin remarked. “Surely you must have 
heard of him before, Elaine?’’ He frowned 
as he spoke. 

“Gavin's jealous of the new boy,” Nylla 
whispered. ‘He's a fool if he talks that way 
to Laney.” 

Up-stairs Talbot was shown into a suite 
where Wisden awaited him. Wisden was 
anxious. He had seen that Talbot had not 
chosen to “mix.” 

“That’s all right,” said Talbot equably. 
IT didn’t come here to be voted a trip around 
Europe for the most popular boy in town. I 
can hear the hammers going already with 
Gavin leading the jazz band.” 

But you fail to understand that it is essen- 
tial to be popular in this crowd. A man like 
you who has had to work his way through 
college, even though it was with your feet, 
can’t comprehend the emptiness of this life.” 

Talbot, taking his dinner-jacket from a 
kit-bag, smiled a little. Here was Wisden 
vehement again and laying down the law. 
“1 don’t know,” he said; “I’ve met this same 
crowd in the East, and a lot of the midnight 
oil I burned I got from filling stations. 
may not be as studious a young scholar as 
you imagine.” 

Contradiction incensed Wisden. If he 
chose to label Talbot as a_ hard-working, 
economical student, what right had Talbot 
to deny it? 

“| am pointing out the folly of antagoniz- 
ing these people.” 

“IT haven't antagonized them all, Elaine 
for instance.” He ignored Wisden’s frown 
at the familiarity. “I told her she was a 
marvel of nature and art, but she was training 
with a string of selling platers. She denied 
this, but said she would get me to explain 
my views later. I said nothing would please 
me better.” 

“You forget,” Wisden said coldly, ‘that 
I was by your side while you spoke to my 
daughter. You said not more than a dozen 
words. I must insist on absolute truth in our 
relations.” 

“I didn’t say so in actual words,” Talbot 
explained. ‘1 used a subtler and noiseless 
speech. We haven't yet got to the verbal 
stage. Before I came here I planned out the 
whole thing. Don’t interfere if I do seem to 
make the men hate me. I’m here to cut them 
out, and all’s fair in love and war.” 

“This is business,” Wisden reminded him. 

“That's a modified form of war.” 

Wisden frowned a little. What right had 
this unknown to make eyes at Elaine? 

* Remember this,” he warned, * I’m watch- 
ing you very closely. I hired you to out- 
dance a very good amateur. If you fail, 
expect no other intimation than an inquiry 
as to what train you propose to use on your 
return journey.” 

“That’s fair enough,” Talbot returned. 
“You don’t mind if I dress, do you? I want 
to get back to that amusing bunch.” 

* Aren't you ever nervous?” Wisden asked. 

“Never,” said Talbot selecting a shirt. 
“My father complains of it bitterly.” 

“Your father.” said Wisden. “Of course 
you must have a father, I had forgotten that.” 

“*\ poor thing, but mine own,’” Talbot 
quoted. “If you're going to change for 
dinner you haven’t much time.” 

Wisden went out with the rather unusual 
feeling that he was being commanded in his 
own house. 


T DINNER, Talbot sat at Elaine’s right 
hand. Mr. Wisden had so decreed. 
Norcross, to his amazement and chagrin, 
sat at the right hand of his host. Elaine was 
loyal to her crowd. The stranger was disliked 
by it, and it was her first duty to show him 
that he was Wisden’s guest and to her and 
the younger set a rank outsider. She did it 
rather well 

“You talk,” Talbot said at length, “as 
though your father had imported me to be his 
little playmate. I belong to your generation, 
not his, and I shall not play a quiet little game 
of billiards with him when vou are dancing.” 

“So you dance in Shanghai?” 

“Modern dancing comes from China. 
Shaka Lung invented it to celebrate the 
opening of the Great Wall to traffic. He was 
the greatest dancer of them all. I’m supposed 


to be his reincarnation. That’s why the 
priests wanted me killed They envied me 
my popularity.” 

“T can’t imagine you popular,” she said a 
little maliciously. 

“I’m always popular,” he said; “I shall be 
here soon. I always begin this way by making 
“em detest me.” 

“How well you’ve succeeded,” she said. 

“Only two people here genuinely dislike 
me,” he said. ‘One is the swarthy gentleman 
frowning at you because you are talking to 
me, and the other is the oversized blond 
lad who is aiding prohibition more than he 
knows.” 

Elaine was not pleased at his reference to 
Gavin. ‘There was oriental imagery in the 
term *“swarthy.” 

“T wish those two to dislike me. Their 
affection would rob me of self-respect. It’s 
quite different with you. I intend that you 
shall like me very much.” 

Elaine had something of her father’s manner 
when she chose to exert it. ‘Do people in 
Shanghai deliberately set out to be offensive?” 

“Oh, no. We have all sorts there, so their 
behavior varies. This is an uninteresting 
one-type crowd. Only four people here are 
in any sense unusual. You, Hungry Heart,” 
she gave a little exclamation of annoyance, 
“your father, Gavin Norcross, and myself. 
Norcross has a certain sinister quality which 
makes him indisputably the villain.” 

“Villain,” she cried, ‘then what are you?” 

“The hero. I marry you in the end. We 
shall live to a great age and be very happy.” 

Elaine knew Gavin was watching her 
jealously. She hoped he saw the look she 
bent upon the stranger. 

“You won't think it rude of me to say I 
believe you're hopelessly insane?” 

“Not a bit,” he said cheerfully. ‘“‘It shows 
how friendly we are. But, as a matter of 
fact, I’m sane and hopeful. Before I left 
China, a great mystic read my fate. He said, 
‘You will sit on the right hand of a princess 
clothed with the moon and the sky. Although 
her wrath will fall upon you in the beginning, 
it will destroy only her false friends and your 
enemies.” You see how true that is. You 
are a princess clothed in the silver of the moon 
and the blue of the sky. You are mad with 
me now, which results merely in destroying 
my enemies. You can not fight your fate.” 


HE rose. The dinner was ended. But she 

had not shaken him off. 

“I'll explain more fully when we're danc- 
ing,” he said. 

““We shall not be dancing,” she flared. 

“T knew you’d say that, but we shall dance 
and I'll tell you why. As the reincarnation 
of Shaka Lung, I claim to be the best dancer 
here. You can only prove it by trying me out. 
If you refuse I shall know you're afraid I’m 
speaking the truth.” 

Gavin Norcross came to Elaine’s side as 
Talbot left her to talk to her father. 

“You seemed to be very much interested 
in that ass,” he said. 

“He's crazy,” she retorted. “If you only 
knew what he’s been saying!” 

“What?” he demanded. 

“Never mind,” she said. ‘“ Let’s dance.” 

“Not yet. I want to know what he said.” 

It was a new experience for Elaine Wisden 
to be refused a dance. She seized Convie’s 
arm as he came near and floated off with him. 
The second dance she had with Beef. She 
danced the third with Gavin, less because she 
had forgiven him than for the reason that he 
danced so superbly. 

“This is heavenly!” she murmured. “ Don’t 
look so glum. ’ 

“IT want to know why you listened to him 
as though I didn’t exist.” 

“That wretched Talbot boy,” she said. 
“T had forgotten him. I was telling him he 
was conceited, unpopular, and crazy. Don’t 
bother about him. He’s here only for a day 
or so.” 

“Your father asked him for a month.” It 
was plain Gavin believed the girl knew also. 
“Funny you didn’t know. You'll say you 
haven't seen him watching us all the time. 
He didn't take his eyes off you when you 
danced with the others. Of course, if you are 
leading him on its your privilege, but don’t 
deny it. I’m not a fool.” 

“You're as intolerable as he,’”’ she frowned. 
“T didn’t want to think of him, and now you 
remind me, I’m going to dance with him.” 

“Yes, you forgot,” he sneered. ‘Well, 
I’m not going to let you dance with him.” 
He was beside himself with jealousy. 

It was at this moment John Talbot strolled 
up wearing his customary air of bland self- 
assurance. Vaguely his face stirred some rec- 
ollection in Gavin's brain. There had been 
a photograph somewhere. Gavin's smile was 
insolent. He stepped forward to meet the 
man from Shanghai 

“Your face is Gamned familiar to me,” he 
said, “and I don't like it.” 

“Vou are damned familiar, and I don’t 

(Continued on page 110) 
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like it, either,” said Talbot, carefully piloting 
Elaine away. 

Elaine felt she detested him. He was the 
cause of this unprecedented behavior of 
Gavin. Presently she realized that the rein- 
carnation of the great Shaka Lung was only a 
performer of the third class. She said no word 
until the dance was over. What she was going 
to say would make him exceedingly uncom- 
fortable. But he anticipated her. 

“T admit it,” he said. “I danced badly. 
It was not I who danced then, it was Convie. 
Next time I shall dance as Beef did. Then I 
shall make you think you are dancing with 
Norcross. After that I shall be myself and 
we shall have no rivals. Every one will be 
watching us.” 


HAT he had said about Convie’s danc- 
ing was true. He had imitated every one 
of his angular, staccato movements. 

“1 wonder if I can believe you,”’ she mur- 
mured. 

“It’s easy to prove. Try it.” 

A minute later she felt she was dancing with 
the heavy but too springy Beef. He had 
Beef’s tricks perfectly. 

It was the next dance that made her con- 
vinced Talbot of Shanghai had not boasted. 
He was dancing exactly as Gavin did, Gavin 
the peerless, whom she had almost promised 
to marry. It seemed there could be no more 
perfect partner than this man who seemed to 
be Gavin. 

“We shall really begin to dance next time,” 
he murmured. ‘I will show you that he could 
do much better.” 

When the music began again Elaine danced 
the fourth consecutive dance with John 
Talbot. This was to be the dance when he 
was to be the imitator of none. She sighed 
with delight when she realized he had spoken 
only the truth. 

Wisden knew nothing of modern dancing. 
He saw Nylla Cardew watching the two. 
Her opinion would be valuable. 

“What do you think of the Shanghai 
master?” he demanded. 

“He’s a most adorable angelfoot!”’ she 
cried. ‘I’ve never seen even a professional 
to touch him. . . . I wonder why Laney and 
Gavin have quarreled?”’ 

“Have they?’’ Wisden asked eagerly. 

“Hardly a quarrel,” said Nylla. “‘A sort 
of misunderstanding. Perhaps it’s because 
she’s rather taken by your China man. And 
as your China man has been in the habit of 
getting what he wants, he remembers Laney 
is going to be worth a lot of money.” 

“Nonsense,” Wisden cried. “He is not 
that sort of man at all.” Yet the idea was to 
disturb him for a few minutes. 

For the first time in her life Elaine feared 
that her partner might not find her skilled 
enough. She knew he was the better dancer; 
his leading was so good that she executed new 
and intricate steps as though she had always 
known them. 

““You’ve spoiled me for dancing with any- 
one else,” she said when it was over. 

‘““That’s all right,”’ he smiled, “‘ I’m remain- 
ing permanently.” He left her with the en- 
raged Gavin. So far things had run very well 
for Talbot. He danced no more. He assumed 
that Gavin, perceiving he had been foolish in 
antagonizing a high-spirited girl, would adopt 
other tactics. 


ALBOT did not see either Elaine or her 
father at breakfast. After the meal 
Beef approached him. 

“‘Nylla says you imitated my dancing last 
night. Did you?” 

“Yes. Don’t ask me to do it again; eccen- 
tric dancing is tiring.” 

The two hundred and twenty pounds that 
was Beef Smith ached to punish the scoffer. 
He beckoned to Convie and two other men. 

“This bird from Shanghai is just going to 
apologize to me or get licked. I'd like wit- 
nesses to whichever he proposes to do.” 

Others, scenting diversion, hurried up. 
The ring enclosing Talbot was hostile. Beef 
repeated his remarks. Talbot’s manner was 
unruffled. 

“There’s a good bit of you,” he said to 
Beef kindly, “but I don’t suppose it is all 
muscle. Some one told me you thought of 
taking up football. I recommend it strongly.” 

Since the eminent judge, Walter Camp, had 
given Beef a place in the front line of the 
All West theoretical team, Talbot’s remarks 
caused much merriment. He was informed of 
Beef’s status. 

“Walter had probably not seen him since 
he took to eating,” the other remarked. ‘“‘He 
spoke of licking me. I like ambition in the 
young even though they are oversize and 
scant of breath, but it is never safe to take 
that tone with me. Sometimes I get irritated; 
I might even resent it.” 

“Suits me,” said Beef quickly. “Mr. 
Wisden’s got a gym all fitted up down there 
by the swimming-pool.” 

A ring of men enclosed Talbot. He was 
literally hustled to the place. A few minutes 


later he faced his foe with gloves on. Those 
observing him whispered that he did not know 
the first thing about boxing. He led with his 
right in a timid, uncertain manner. And 
seemed not to realize what was coming to him 
in the way of punishment. 

“Beef,” said Talbot genially, “is not the 
name for you. There is something simple 
and yet majestic about beef. A loin of it was 
once knighted by a king. A man named 
Maupassant wrote a story called Boule de 
Suif—Ball of Suet—which is far more suit 
able. Come on, ‘Suet.’ Hit me and get it 
over.” 

Rage had frozen the heavier man in his 
tracks. It had been better for him and his 
rooters had they observed Talbot's footwork 
and how he was getting ready to shift. Beef’s 
first intimation was a straight left into what 
sporting writers euphuistically describe as the 
“kitchen department.” While Beef doubled 
up with the pain, Talbot brought a short 
right upper cut to the point of the lowered 
chin. These two blows were all that were 
struck that morning. 


N THE big house Elaine sought out her 

father. He was amazed at her unwonted 
excitement. 

“Dad, you must stop it,” she cried. 
““Nylla says Beef has got Mr. Talbot in the 
gym and has sworn to smash his face in and 
Convie says he doesn’t stand a chance in the 
world. I believe it’s all Gavin's fault.” 

Father and daughter burst on the scene 
without warning. To their surprise it was 
Talbot who was kneeling by a senseless 
victim. 

“The eclipse is now over,’ Talbot an- 
nounced. ‘Totality was one hundred per 
cent.” 

Beef sat up suddenly and pressed a hand 
to the corner of his aching jaw. 

“What happened?” he demanded. When 
he saw the Wisdens he blushed a dusky red. 
There was no alibi for the situation and he 
had the good sense to know it. 

Elaine walked back to the house with her 
father. 

“T don’t understand that Talbot boy,” 
she remarked. 

Wisden felt triumphant. He detested 
Beef. 

“A simple, hardworking type who will not 
interest you. Merely, I may add, the kind of 
son-in-law I should welcome. He worked his 
way through college.” 

“T thought your friend Mr. Talbot was 
rich.” 

“He was, formerly,”’ her father remarked, 
“but the war played the very devil with the 
Far East.” 

“All the same he isn’t a simple type,” she 
observed, “and the family affairs must be 
looking up. Convie says that car he drives 
cost about twelve thousand dollars when the 
duty’s paid.” 

For obvious reasons Wisden could not 
explain the car. He turned the conversation 
to other themes. 

Meanwhile Talbot was having Convie's 
friendship thrust upon him. Talbot listened 
to a story of hatred that had begun at a big 
prep school where Beef had bullied the slighter 
man. This was the first time in Beef’s known 
history that he had been thrashed. All that ' 
Convie owned was at the visitor’s disposal. 

The luncheon was a gayer meal. The talk 
was wholly of polo. That afternoon the two 
teams which played on the Wisden field— 
and largely with Wisden ponies—were to 
decide which was to represent the private 
club against the powerful Montecito team. 

Gavin Norcross was captaining the Reds 
and Kent Hobart the Blues. Kent was an 
older man, a neighbor of Wisden’s and be- 
holden to him in many ways. Listening to 
the conversation, John Talbot perceived that 
the enthusiasm was sweeping everything 
from Elaine’s mind but the glorious game in 
prospect. It seemed that Norcross was the 
star player, the man with the highest goal 
handicap. Of the crowd staying with Wisden 
only Convie and Gavin were strong enough 
players to be on the team. Plainly the after- 
noon would be a Gavin Norcross festiva!. 


FTER luncheon, Talbot sought out 
Convie. 

“Vou said you'd do anything for me,” 
he began abruptly. “I’m going to call you. 
I like this Gavin Norcross about as much as 
you do Beef, and I’m here to sprain your 
ankle. Listen.” 

At the Wisden Polo Field, Elaine, perhaps 
repenting of her hardness to Gavin, was 
noticeably colder toward John Talbot. The 
spirit of polo was upon her. She did not 
notice her father and Talbot in earnest 
converse. 

It was Kent Hobart who rode up to them 
with the news that Convie had sprained his 
ankle and could not get a boot on his leg. 

“Just my luck,” Kent said gloomily. 
“We had a bare chance with Convie playing, 

(Continued on page 118) 
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but none now. I'll have to put Blake in and 
he isn’t in form.” He looked at his rival 
captain, Norcross, and Talbot could see he 
did not like him. 

“What's to be done now?” Wisden said 
testily. ‘‘Half Santa Barbara is here and we 
have to put Blake in. Better make a new 
line- up all around.” 

“No,” said Norcross, when approached on 
the matter, “I know my men’s play. It’s 
bad luck for Kent, but Blake may get into his 
stride.” He was secretly elated as he had 
betted heavily on his team. His eyes fell on 
the detested form of Mr. Talbot of Shanghai. 
“Why not get the celebrated Shanghai 
sportsman — in? Undoubtedly he plays 
mi ignificently.’ 

‘Not magnificently,” said Talbot mode sstly. 

“I know just a bit about it. I was jumping 
center for the Far East Riding Academy. 
I don’t belong in this class.” They noticed a 
certain hesitation about him for the first 
time. It was almost as if he feared to be 
asked. 

“I’m afraid,’ Gavin said insolently, “‘that 
his hard work at college and his undeniable 
business qualities haven't fitted him for this 
sort of thing.” 

‘Do you think I’m afraid to get on a 
horse? * Talbot demanded. 

‘I'm wai you are not,” said Norcross. 
“Few things would delight me more than to 
see you trying to hit a ball from the saddle.” 

Elaine Le that he was intent on angering 


Talbot. Talbot allowed himself to be goaded 
into irritation. 

‘ll play,” he said, “if Mr. Hobart is short 
a man. 


“Tf you can Play you'll be a great help,” 
said Hobart. “You ought to know whether 
you ‘re good enough.” 

“Oh, Little Father,” Elaine exclaimed, 
when the group had gone over to the dressing- 
rooms, “why did you permit it? He may be 
able to dance and fight, but this is something 
quite different. He will simply be killed with 
ridicule.” 

“‘Why not?” said Wisden. “He put it all 
over Gavin last night and Beef after breakfast, 
didn't he? Let them get it back now.” 


HEN Talbot again broke on their sight, 

he was riding one of Convie’s best 
ponies, a beast famous in the International 
Matches. He wore a blue and silver polo 
shirt unlike the reds and blues of the other 
seven men. 

‘These English saddles are darned slip- 
pery,” he exclaimed, when he had reined in 
almost at Elaine’s side. ‘‘ Why don’t they use 
Vestern or army saddles?” 

Elaine made a gesture of impatience and 
turned away. He was riding to his doom and 
Wisden’s daughter had little use for failures. 
In the preliminary practise she saw he was 
hopeless. A dozen times he swung at the 
ball and a dozen times he missed. 

“For heaven’s sake, take 
Hobart’s men said. 

“*Wisden wants him in,”’ said Kent Hobart, 

“and this is Wisden’s field and I’m riding 
Wisden’s ponies. 

“Oh, Dad,” 

a tiny bit. 
Number 
Kent. 

She found herself in that moment 
angry of all with Gavin aw who was 
bent upon humiliating Talbot and _ had 
taunted him into playing. She knew there 
was always risk of serious injury in a polo 
game, especially if an unskilled player be 
mounted upon a fast and high-blooded pony. 
Evidently the victim did not know that 
Grosvenor Glory, Convie’s chestnut, was a 
lamb until the ball had been thrown in and 
play commenced. 

Polo is a game easy for the uninitiate to 


him out,” 


Elaine cried. ‘‘He can’t ride 
Look, they are putting him at 
Two. How incredibly stupid of 


most 


follow. Goals are scored by players striking 
the white willow-root ball between goal- 


posts. Four men make up the team. The 
back, the Number Three (who is really a 
half-back), and two forwards, called in polo 
terms Number One and Number Two. Of 
these Number Two should be the best hitter 
at all angles, for it is he who generally makes 
the goal, being “fed” by the other three. 
It was in the extremely important place of 
Number Two that Talbot elected to play. 
Wisden decreed it and Kent Hobart obeyed 
against his will and better judgment. 
Directly the ball was thrown in, Grosvenor 
Glory became a creature of blood and fire. 
The Reds’ Number Three got possession of the 
ball first. He instantly passed to his captain, 
Gavin Norcross, who was the Number Two of 
his side. He was galloping toward the goal 
on i gray when Grosvenor Glory started for 


"E laine held her breath when the two men in 
whom she was most interested met. That 
Grosvenor Glory went like a flash in pursuit 
might mean only that he followed the ball as 
all good ponies do. It might be the pony 
playing and not the rider. It was the stick 
work which would tell. Gavin Norcross knew 


himself to be equal to hitting at almost any 
angle. He did not credit the man he sneered 
at with being better than he. 
Elaine jumped to her feet. ‘‘Look,” she 
—_ “Mr. Talbot has taken it from Gavin. 
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Talbot thundered toward the Reds’ goal— 
passed to his Number One, who returned it in 
time for Talbot to shoot the first goal. 

Wisden looked at his stop-watch. “‘The 
first goal in forty-one seconds,’ he com- 
mented. “I fear your admirable Crichton 
Gavin is not all your girlish fancy painted 
him. 

‘‘He was taken by surprise,” she said loy- 
ally. ‘How did he know that Mr. Talbot 
was just pretending he knew nothing about 
ag 

“He’s wearing Hurlingham colors,” said 
Nylla excitedly, ‘‘and I’ve looked through the 
Hurlingham membership list and there’s no 
John Talbot listed as a playing member.” 

‘He didn’t claim to be a member,” Wisden 
returned, feeling his daughter's puzzled glance. 
“He’s playing with borrowed sticks and 
ponies, so why not somebody’s clothes?” 


HEN the first chukker, or seven and a half 

minutes of play, was over, Kent Hobart 
came to the side of Number Two. Kent was 
beaming. He, too, had bet on the game and 
could afford to lose even less than “Norcross. 

‘As man to man,” he whispered, * ‘and in 
strict confidence, what’s your handicap?"’ 

“Eight,” said John Talbot. This meant 
that the Polo Association rated his goal- 
earning capacity at exactly double that of the 
highest handicapped player on the field, 
Gavin Norcross. Kent Hobart was a three 
man. “Don’t let Norcross know,’ Talbot 
advised. 

“You bet I won’t—yet,” said Hobart, “but 
he’s a dirty player when things are going 
badly. Watch your step.” 

It seemed to the large crowd that the game 
consisted merely in duels between Talbot and 
Norcross in which Norcross was continually 
worsted. Gavin Norcross was possessed of a 
devastating rage. Now he knew why Talbot’s 
face had seemed familiar. He must have seen 
it in Polo ‘Illustrated. Why had Wisden 
brought him here? Was Elaine in the secret? 

During the seven-minute interval after 
the fourth chukker Gavin saw her talking 
vivaciously to the man he hated. She cast 
never a glance toward the captain of the Reds. 

When the final period started Gavin was on 
his fastest and heaviest pony, while Talbot was 
riding an aged mount called Ladybird, a great 
pony in her day, but not very fast now. As 
the Blue team led by thirteen to four, the 
victory was certain. 

It is a rule of the game that when two 
players are riding from different directions to 
hit the ball, and a collision seems probable, 
the player in possession of the ball must be 
given way to. Crossing a player is obviously 
a very dangerous foul. 

It was in the last minute of the last period 
that Kent Hobart passed the ball to Talbot, 
who raced toward the Reds’ goal. Gavin Nor- 
cross, blinded by hate, by disappointment and 
jealousy, deliberately crossed him. Talbot 
and his lighter mount came down heavily. 
Poor Ladybird died the death that all good 
polo ponies must desire; she broke her neck 
instantaneously, dying literally in harness. 

Talbot, unconscious, bleeding from mouth 
and nose, was carried into the dressing-rooms. 

“A damnable foul!’’ Wisden had cried. 
He wondered why Elaine had not echoed his 
words. He saw that she was white and her 
eyes followed the passage of the still body on 
the stretcher. 


AVIN NORCROSS was explaining that 

his pony had been too loosely bitted and 

the snaffle had been pulled out of his mouth 

by a sudden turn, making guidance impossible. 

Wisden listened in silence. Then he looked at 
the bridle and the pony’s mouth. 

“‘T hope for your sake,” he said, ‘that Mr. 
Talbot lives. I don’t think it will be easy to 
explain that foul to a jury. You understand 
that you will not play here any more, or at 
Montecito. I will attend to that.” He 
walked toward the dressing-room. The doc- 


‘tor had not yet come and the victim was still 


unconscious. Elaine was talking to some of 
the players outside. 

‘The pony rolled on him,” said Kent Ho- 
+0 “I expect it’s some internal injury. 

Usually is when they bleed at the mouth.” 

“T have informed Mr. Norcross,’’ said Wis- 
den to the group generally, but anxious most 
that his daughter should hear it, “that he is no 
longer welcome here. I shall also inform the 
Polo Association of la affair.” 

It was strange, Wisden thought, that Elaine 


paid no attention to his remarks. It was as 
though she had not heard them. Suddenly 
he saw the taut mouth relax. 

‘“*Here’s Doctor Waring,” she cried. 


Wisden was extremely uneasy. If John 
Talbot died the whole affair would be public 
(Continued on page 120) 
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GRAY HAIR 


Banished in 15 Minutes ! 


Madame, you can not afford to 
tolerate a single gray hair. Today, 
gray hair is the symbol of 
approaching age. 

If your hair is gray, faded or streaked, 
T'll restore it to its original color in 
15 minutes. I don’t care how badly 
streaked or faded your hair may be, I 
don’t care if other dyes have ruined 
it, I'll bring it back to its original 
color and beauty in 15 minutes. 
Just fellow my simple directions that 
come with my wonderful French 
preparation La Goutte-a-Goutte and 
in 15 minutes you won’t know 
that you ever had gray hair. 


Applied in Your Own Home. 


La Goutte-a-Goutte is easily applied in 
the privacy of your own boudoir. Only 
one application is required—no trouble- 
some after shampoo necessary. 

La Goutte-a-Goutte dyes the roots as 
well as the tips of your hair, yet does not 
discolor your scalp. La Goutte-a-Goutte 
will not fade, wash off or rub off on your 
pillow. It is not affected by w ashing, 
waving or marcelling. It colors your hair 
so perfectly that detection is impossible. 

La Goutte-a-Goutte will not harm your 
hair. On the contrary, it leaves it soft, 
silky, lustrous. Any color or shade you 
choose from blonde to raven black, 
including drab and auburn—is obtained 
from the one bottle 1 send you. This isa 
feature exclusive with La Goutte-a-Goutte. 
A $2.50 bottle of La Goutte-a-Goutte 
contains enough liquid to color completely 
any head of hair—permanently. 

Decide now to keep your youthful ap- 
pearance by banishing gray hair. Order 
La Goutte-a-Goutte today. Sent post- 
paid for $2.50. 

GUARANTEE: My _ successful career 
covering a period of 33 years in New 
York, London and Paris is your guarantee 
of satisfactory results. (La Goutte-a- 
Goutte is used exclusively by the best 
hairdressers here and abroad.) Order 
today, banish gray hair tomorrow. 
Note: If in New York, call for free 
consultation. 


MONSIEUR L. P. VALLIGNY, 


34 W. 58th St., Dept. 43 New York City 

























Packed and 
Sealed in 
Paris. 





your ‘Personality— 


& your Perfume 


N UNUSUAL TEST:—You know that your handwriting 
expresses your individuality. As you select a gown or a hat 
that harmonizes with your type of beauty, you should select 
a perfume fitting and enhancing your personality and charm. 


Our graphological and perfume expert will analyze your 





handwriting and select from our complete 
range of rare Gueldy odeurs the one which 
is best fitted to your individuality. With- 
out question, the odeurs of the French 
House of Gueldy are the finest, most 
subtle, original and delicately alluring that 
have ever been offered to the fastidious 
American woman. 


Send us a few words in your handwriting, 
with one dollar (cash or money order). 
You will receive, after careful analysis, a 
Gueldy ‘‘ French Miniature” containing 
the rare fragrance that has been especially 
selected for you. Thereafter this same 
odeur may be procured in any size flacon 
at your dealer. 


jueld ly 


PARIS 
25 East 40th St., New York 
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i Maternity Corsets 
| Lane Bryant is the 


| largest house in the world 
selling Maternity Apparel 
*| daily to thousands of ex- 
|| pectant mothers. 

ig} The famous Lane Bryant 
Fi] Corset is the perfected prod- 
Fi uct of 20 years of expe- 
Fl rience. It is the best corset 
+ in the world. Made in our 
kK workrooms. 


fi 3.95 6.95 to 12.50 


| 
L | If unable to call, write Dept. 
K2 for Free Style Book 


Lane Bryant 


21 W. 38th St. 26 W.. 39th St. 
NEW YORK 


Hanover Place nr. Fulton 
BROOKLYN 








CHICAGO DETROIT 
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This Winter Your Hands Won't Chap! 


HEY won’t, because you’re going to take care of 
them better. They won’t, because you have decided 
that in allowing your hands to grow red and coarse- 
skinned, you would be forfeiting the most feminine of 
charms. Best of all, you will be regularly following out 
a splendid French treatment which will make your hands 


Creme et Eau Blanchefleuar—a cream to make the hands smooth, 
firm-fleshed and youthful, and a lotion to bleach them and con- 
tract loose skin. $2 complete, with full instructions for beautify- 


By mail from V. Darsy or at the following shops: is wedined ts on 
Boston: Caroline T. Peabody, 551 Boylston Street. San Francisco: expert who practices 
White House; Darsy Salon de Jeunesse, 358 Sutter Street. The that same lightness of 
latter shop is authorized to give complete Darsy treatments. touch and sanitary 

eae : care for which the 
Visit the Darsy Salon for French Facial Treatments Darsy Facial Treat- 


V. DARSY SS ike wat te 
17-A West 49th St. 


54 Rue du Faubourg St. Honoré, Paris full directions, $4. 
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To do this, you will want 


At the Darsy Sa- 
lon, superfluous hair 


ments are famous. If 


home treatment, suf- 


New York ficient for several 


applications. With 
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REDUCE ©" weturany 





Three Slices 
of Basy Bread a day, 


Help reduce your weight 
in a natural way. 


Doctors’ Essential Foods Co., 

Orange, N. J. 

Gentlemen: 

Have lost thirty pounds; 
would like information as to 
how to remain at my present 
weight. 

Please accept my thanks for 
the courtesies and business-like 
methods extended me in the 
dealing with you. 

W. H. W., Ohio. 


DOCTORS’ ESSENTIAL 
FOODS CO. 


39 Oakwood Avenue 
Orange New Jersey 





The easiest, the most comfortable, and the most natural 
way of reducing. For years the standard weight-reducing 
food among America’s most conservative families. Eaten 
as a food with your regular meals, without inconvenience, 
annoyance or embarrassment, it functions in nature’s own 
way. No drugs, no tiring exercises, no starvation diet. 

The new Basy Bread booklet explains the process to 
you. Sendforit. Itis 
free. It will point the 
way to better health, 
added vitality, and re- 
duced weight. 


BASY READ 


REGISTERED — TRADE MARK 
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by the cutting and 
enriched by the set- 
ing, so is the natur- 
al fur beautified by 
the dye (the color) 
and heightened in 
fashionable appeal. 


The Federal Dyers 
(America’s largest 
fancy fur dyers) take 
furs in their natural 
state and dye them 
in such a surpassing: 
ly beautiful manner, 
that they answer 
the modes of fashion 
and meet the moods 


of critical women. 


Federal dyed furs can 
always be depended upon 
as being exclusive. - So 
shen your selection falls | 
upon Ermine, Caracul, i 
Kolinsky, Mink, Squirrel, | 
Fox or any of the aristo- | 
cratic furs, your’ choice 
will be well deserved, if | 
the fur is Federal dyed. | 
e 


Ask your furrier 





for furs of Federal dye. 











#.FEDERAL : 
FUR DYEING — == 
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HE Blue Line is a mark of unusual dis- 
tinction, it permanently identifies these 
superior hose—full-fashioned in America 
onimported machines. Should garter runs 
ever start, they cannot pass below the Blue Line. 

Blue Line chiffon hose are sheer in texture 
and clear in weave. 

Blue Line Hosiery in chiffon as well as the 
heavier weights — either all silk or silk with 
mercerized tops — is being now featured in the 
shades most favored for Spring. 


Blue Line Hosiery is on continual display at 
all the following well-known institutions: 


Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Indianapolis, Ind Geo. Innes Dry Goods Co. 
Newark, N. J. Lasalle & Koch Co 

Los Angeles, Cal F. & R. Lazarus Co. Columbus, Ohio 
Daniels & Fisher Stores Co. Denver, Colo National Hosiery Stores Co., New York, N.Y. 
The Dayton Company Minneapolis, Minn The Rike Kumler Company Dayton, Ohio 
The Emporium San Francisco, Cal. J. Samuels & Bro. Providence, R. I. 
William Filene’s Sons Co. Boston, Mass Wm. Taylor Son & Co Cleveland, Ohio 
Weinstock, Lubin & C: Sacramento, Cal 


Abraham & Straus, Inc Hess Bros 
L. S. Ayres & Co 
L. Bamberger & Co 


Bullock's 


Allentown, Pa 
Wichita, Kan. 
Toledo, Ohio 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


AND THE WORLD LAUGHS WITH YOU 


Wyndham 


Martyn’s 


Story 
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property. He wondered what Elaine would 

say. And then, as he looked at her and saw 
that she was suffering, he felt himself the jest 
of fate. If Talbot recovered he would be a 
hero to the eyes of the girl who was even now 
yearning for hopeful news of him. 

Dr. Waring came out smiling. “He'll be 
all right by dinner. Just temporary concus- 
sion and a few bruises. There aren't any in- 
ternal injuries so far as I can make out. The 
blood from his mouth was caused by a bitten 
tongue. I thought he was crazy at first,” the 
surgeon confided. *‘*He hailed me as a prin- 
cess wearing the moon and the sky, but he’s 
all right now. 

After dinner that night, when most of her 
friends were dancing, Elaine sat with John 

Talbot on the terrace. There was a certain 
pstcccsil about her now. It seemed to her, 
her father, pacing up and down smoking, could 
read her secret thought and accuse her of 
being unstable, changeable, almost disloyal. 
Gavin Norcross was blotted from her mind as 
though he had not been. She wondered why 
a. Talbot retlected her own mood of quiet. 

lhis is the first time I have seen you look 
depressed,” she said. 

‘It’s more than depression, it’s sadness,” 
he answered. “I am thinking of wasted op- 
portunities and hours that might have been 
better filled.” 

‘But father said—” she began. 

“T know,” he interrupted. *‘‘He painted an 
inspirational picture of my sainted - hood 
and highly respectable youth.” Talbot 
sighed, “I'm afraid Wisden the Great has got 
me all wrong. When I first heard him talk 
like that it amused me. Now I wish to God it 
were true.” 


H" PAUSED a little. Wisden was passing 
them. The financier stopped a moment 
and came to his side. 

‘Dr. Waring tells me you will be able to 
travel in a day or so. We shall miss you 
very much, Mr. Talbot.” 

What did he mean?” she demanded, 
when her father had resumed his walk. 

‘T have to go,” he _ans swered. ‘‘Other 
business calls me away. He knew he was 
dismissed. He had done what Wisden wanted 
and his fee was due. Elaine said no word. 
He could not guess what emotion she ex- 
perienced at the news. 

‘I suppose you've read,” he said presently, 
“of those brave, bright young men—usually 
engineers—who make good so marvelously? 
\ bridge in India is about to break in half. 
Consulting engineers, contractors, section 
and coolies are in despair. Natives 
commit suicide by the score to assuage the 
wrath of offended gods. Suddenly the young 
hero steps forward, modest, and yet with a 
confident smile. He looks long and keenly 
at the great bridge which has baffled all. 
He makes a few notes and figures on the back 
of an envelop—the one from his widowed 
mother far away—and hands it to the chief. 
‘I think this,’ he says, still confidently 
modest, ‘I think this will solve the difficulty.’ 
It does. The bridge is saved, men cease from 
committing suicide and natives go back on 
their jobs. That’s the sort of a thing I had 
the chance to do, Hungry Heart, and turned 
it down for the sort of froth you live on. 
After all, a man’s —— gift to the girl he 
loves is his work. I shall have nothing to 
lay at your feet.” 

“Wy feet?” she 
flushing red. 

“Naturally. I told you long ago I was 
going to marry you. You can’t escape.” 
He did not let go of her hand, even though 
Wisden was passing. “I loved you from the 
first moment I saw you.” He raised her 
slender hand to his lips. “‘My dear, I am 
asking you to marry a man who has very 
little to offer you. Could you bear to leave all 


bosses 


cried, feeling herself 


this?’ 
In answer she stooped down and kissed 
him. Then without a word she sprang up 


and slipped her arm through Wisden’s, as he 
strode up and down his measured mile. He 
could not see her eyes misty with tears nor 
guess that at last the restless, spoiled child 
had found an abiding place in love. The 
financier’s mind was still filled with delight 
at the defeat of Gavin Norcross. 

“You don’t want to marry him now, do 
you?” he demanded. 

“Oh, Little Father,” she said, squeezing 
his arm, “how did you guess? I hardly know 
him, and yet it seems I have always known 
him and he has always known and understood 
me. When I saw him carried off the field 
this afternoon I knew there was only one man 
in all the wide world who could make me 
suffer so.” 

Wisden stood perfectly still. Not for a 
moment had he imagined any news as bad 
as this. His triumph had been short-lived 
indeed. Even his voice sounded older and 
harsher when he spoke. 

“Go and wait in my study,’ 
fetch John Talbot in. 
much to discuss. 


he said; “Il 
I think we shall have 


Talbot knew from the elder’s 
look that trouble was at hand. 

“My dear,’ " said Wisden urbanely, address- 
ing his daughter, “may I present a nameless 
person known to his mates as_ Blisters? 
I hired him—since he is by profession a 
dancing master—to show you that Gavin 
was really not so good. His fee was to be ten 
thousand dollars.” He turned to Talbot 
with a frown. “You shall have your check 
in the morning.” 

Elaine turned her eyes to 
this true?” she cried. 

“Ves,” he answered. Wisden raged to sce 
there was nothing of penitence about him or 
of contrition at the exposure. 

“ou see, nothing shames him,” Wisden 
exclaimed. ‘When he knocked out Beet, 
killed one of Convie’s best ponies and ex- 
ceeded his instructions, he was playing my 
game and I said nothing. But when it comes 
to trying to marry you, I’m forced to put a 
stop to it. I’m afraid I’ve hurt you, child, 
but it had to be. I think you'd better leave 
us. 


brooding 


Talbot. “Is 


HE shook her head. Pretty, frivolous, 
pleasure-loving Elaine was engaged, as 
she knew positively, in a battle for her life 
happiness. Talbot had not made her care for 
him by assuming the looks or characteristics 


of anyone else. It was he she loved, the 
debonair, laughing, attractive boy who was 


better at the sports and amusements that had 
made up her life than any other member of the 
idle throng. He had made no claim to money 
or family, but she knew he was dearer to her 
even than herself. She would not have been 
Wisden’s daughter to show the white feather 
now. 

“T love Elaine,” she heard him say, “Sand 
I have enough money to support her in a 
small way.” 

‘My daughter declines to be supported in 
a small way. She has been used to every 
luxury that money can buy.’ 

“Oh, Father,” she interrupted, 
you see how different this is? 
‘I utterly refuse,” Wisden stormed. 

“T suggest, sir,” said Talbot respectfully, 

“that it isn’t up to you. My parents are in 
Los Angeles—” 

“Join them,” 
you can. 


“don't 


said Wisden, “‘as quickly as 
To-morrow I shall take my daughter 
away. She will come to her senses soon and 
realize what sort of an unprincipled ad- 
venturer you are. She confesses she hardly 
knows . The whole thing is absurd.’ 

“Oh, Father,” the girl pleaded, “don’t you 
see that nothing you say can alter it? Idon't 
care what he has been or what he is. 

She crossed the room to where Talbot was 
standing. He put his arm about her. To- 
gether they faced the financier. He knew in 
that moment he was beaten by something 
bigger than himself. But it was not Wisden’s 
way to admit defeat. 

“You will marry a penniless girl,” he said. 
“Tf she chooses to go with you to your parents 
I shall not stop her.” He hardened his heart. 
“IT have been wounded where I loved, and 
betrayed where I trusted. You have both 
won victories at my expense. I hope the 
memory of it will be a black shame to you.” 


* Perhi ips,” Talbot said, “I had better 
tell you—” 
‘Tell me nothing,” flared W isden. “I 


close my ears. I have no daughter.” 

Talbot looked down at the girl. 
see she was suffering. 

“Your father has some justification.” he 
said. ‘‘I have seemed false to my trust, but I 
love you, my dear, and you will never be 
sorry you clung to me and left all this. li 
he would let me explain—”’ 

“TI want to hear nothing from you,” 
den cried; “I am sick of you and the genera- 
tion you represent. All the old ideals of 
honor and decency are gone. There was a 
time when dé 1ughters trusted their fathers.” 

“Can't you be reasonable?” Elaine begged. 

“What has this to do with reason?” he 
retorted. ‘*The price of remaining here is to 
renounce him.” 

‘It is too big a price to pay,” she said 
simply. 


WISDEN saw the two set out 
breakfast next morning. He denied 
himself to his only child. Yet his tired eyes 
watched the lilac-colored roadster as it dis- 
appeared. It was the last time, he told him- 
self, he would see the one dearest to him. 

There was a spot in the long drive from 
which Wisden’s great house could be seen and 
the gardens spread out in their gorgeous 
fulness. It was here John Talbot stopped 
the car. 

‘This is what you are leaving,” he said. 

“Tt is a lot to relinquish.” 

‘W hither thou goest I will go,’”’ she said 
happily. ‘I will not begin with regret. 

It was while they were climbing the four- 
mile Conejo grade that Elaine heard an 
exclamation from him. She supposed that 

Concluded on page 122) 


He could 


Wis- 


before 


has iPbBCLEN 


VARA oh SAT SS DOLE 











n 





at SPCC 


AR eat oh Ae Rw 


for 


FEBRUARY 1924 





DR. R. NEWMAN 


LICENSED PHYSICIAN 


286 Fifth Avenue, New York 


Announces 


his home treatment 
for reducing weight 
or taking off adipose 
tissue. 


The arrangement of 
his “pay-when- 
reduced” offer in- 
sures satisfaction. 


No loss of time or 
inconvenience 
involved. 


He will be glad to 
furnish proof and 
testimonials on 
request. 


Free Trial 


sent on 


Treatment 
request 
anywhere 


DR. R. NEWMAN 
286 Fifth Ave. New York 
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PRING brings the most striking 
footwear event which has occurred 
in years—the introduction of the 
Its trim smartness 
of line makes it a dashing accom- 
paniment to the tailored costume. 


high lace boot. 


Printemps—In patent leather with upper 
and heel of white, 


black kid. Also in all white kid. 
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fear 
Are you self-conscious 


about the impression 
you make on people? 


EAR is probably the greatest 

handicap anyone can have in life. 
It keeps you from being your own 
real self—from doing your down- 
right best and from getting on in life 
as you should. 

Personal appearance has a lot to 
do with the way you feel. Clothes 
count, of course. But still there is 
one thing so many people overlook— 
something that at once brands them 
as either fastidious or careless—the 
teeth. 

Notice today how you, yourself, 
watch another person’s teeth when 
he or she is talking. If the teeth are 
not well kept they at once become 
a liability. 

Only the right dentifrice—con- 
sistently used—will protect you 
against such criticism. Listerine 
Tooth Paste cleans teeth a new way. 
The first tube you buy will prove 
this to you. 

You will notice the improvement 
even in the first few days. And, 
moreover, just as Listerine is the safe 
antiseptic, so Listerine Tooth Paste 
is the safe dentifrice. It cleans yet 
il Cannot injure the enamel. 

What are your teeth saying about 
you today? : gp RT PHAR- 
MACAL CO., St. Louis, U. S. A. 


LISTERINE 
TOOTH PASTE 
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Do Your Eyes 
Dance, Too? 


Night-time is so enchanting when it 
brings parties, dinners and dances. 
But night-time often finds you with 
your EYES dull and heavy, and you 
feel that the evening is ruined. 


A few drops of Murine before go- 
ing out in the evening will instantly 
enliven those drowsy EYES and 
makethem dancewith light. Ittakes 
away not only the tired look but 
the tired feeling. 


Use Murine night and morningand 
keep your EYES always clear and 
sparkling. It’s easy to apply, and 
contains no belladonna or other 
harmful ingredients. 


i, 


Yuli wed Myiyyl 


Our attractively illustrated book, “Beauty 
Lies Within the Eyes,”’ tells how to prop- 
erly care for your Eyes, Brows and Lashes, 
and thus enhance their beauty. Send for 





a copy of this helpful book. It’s FREE. 


The Murine Company 
Dept. 242 Chicago 


RINE, 


FoR Your 


EYES 
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Wrap-arounds made only by 
The Warner Brothers Company 
New York Chicago San Francisco 


WRAP-AROUND 


A new and 
inspired design 
in 
REDFERN WRAP-AROUNDS 
is this style, N/279, which has 
exclusive features at waist-line, 
back and thigh. For average 


figures 
$10.00 


or style N/261 


or style N/269 


or style N/281 
$13.50 


Send for Booklet 


Which is Your Type of Figure? 
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Reduce Your Flesh 
with Dr. Walter’s 
Rubber Reducing 


Garments 


HE entire body, 

or any part, 
can be reduced 
without dieting by 
dissolving the fat 
through perspi- 
tation. 

My garments 
have been worn 
by men and wo- 
men for 20 years. 

They are invalu- 
able to those 
suffering from 
rheumatism. 
Reducing Corset 
reduces abdomen, 
hips, thighs and waist 
line, « « « Sena 
Brassiere . $7.00 
Neck and Chin 

Reducer $3.50 
Double Chin 

Reducer $2.50 
Anklets, for reducing 
and shaping 
the ankles. - 
Send ankle § 
measurement. 
Per pair $7.00 










bes Brassiere, Extra high 
iin } Neck and Chin $9.00 
(* (gs y Reducer 
"| (ft Af q| 
ee she | ra | g| Send for my illustrated booklet 
ba } i i + 
El a Dr. Jeanne E. Walter 
A 389 Fifth Avenue, New York 
/ ‘ } Near 36th St., Suite 605 
| Philadelphia— Py, tag 
, ] Mary Kammerer ibson Co., Inc. 
xy Curved | 221 South llth St. 917 G Street, N. W. 
Figure Higare Figure r Chicess Buck GcRs NT an tT eee 
{ l 2 hicago— Duc ayner,< 
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Distinctive hand inlays of Suede 
Cloth proclaim this three-piece 
costume of Elwood Kasha Clotha 
‘Beaucraft Origination. Exclusive 


shops feature Beaucralt Dresses, 


Coats, Suits and Knitted Outer 
Apparel for Town and Country. 


Wm BLOOM & Co Inc 


136 Madison Avenue New York 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


AND THE WORLD LAUGHS WITH YOU 


(Concluded from page 120) 


the big limousine they were passing had come 
too near for safety. She had caught a flash of 
a liveried chauffeur and two occupants. 

At the top of the grade, instead of going on 
to Newberry, John Talbot turned around and 
began to retrace his steps. ‘I am going back 
to the abode of Wisden the Great,” he ob- 
served. 

“So soon tired of me?"’ Nothing ruffled her 
on this greatest of days. She seemed hardly 
to be curious. What he did seemed unques- 
tionably right. 

“This is the moment,” he said, “to explain 
some of the high points of my career as, for 
instance, how I met your father, saw you and 
acquired my blameless past. 1 was motoring 
down from San Francisco to meet my people 
in Los Angeles when I ran into the forest fire. 
I'd read of it, but didn’t dream it was so seri- 
ous. I volunteered. I put my car—same 
make as this—in what seemed a safe place, but 
the flames got it and everything went up. I 
landed at your father’s door with a ticket to 
Los Angeles, but not another cent. I knew 
of him well. In fact, my father is an old 
friend and I thought he’d let me talk to my 
mother over the long distance. 

““Somehow he wouldn't understand me. 
You know his habit of not letting one finish a 
sentence but completing it himself and then 
demolishing one with an answer? 

“Little Father always does that,” she said, 

“‘and he almost alway s finishes the sentence 
the wrong way. 

“We had a long conversation. In the end it 
finished up with my offering to outdance 
Norcross. I shouldn’t have entertained the 
notion for a minute if I hadn't seen you. 

“Then you are not a professional dancer?’ 

“No. I told him I had danced my way 
oe college and that _Was the truth, but 

I'd never been paid for it.’ 

“Where are we going now?” 

“T have just received a wireless that my 
family has shifted its base. I am pursuing it 
even now. You notice that big limousine 
ahead? Mother and dad are in it. You'll 
adore her and will find him all right. He was 
at college with your father. You may have 
heard him speak of Stephen Ranford. Well, 
1’m his eldest disappointment.” 

Elaine remembered instantly. Stephen 
Ranford was engaged in financing, managing, 


organizing and constructing light and power 
industries. He had enormous influence, great 
wealth and this was his son. 

“You're Jack Ranford!’’ There was ex- 
citement in her voice. 

“That's what 1 wanted to tell him, but he 
wouldn't listen.’’ He pressed her hand. “ And 
there was another reason. I wanted to test 
you, Elaine. I _wanted to see if you'd go 
—— with it. 

should never have doubted you,” she 
said reproachfully. 

know,” he said tenderly, ‘but I think 
women when they love are on a higher plane 
than we. You see, being father’s heir I’ve 
become rather suspicious. Look, they are 
turning up your drive.’ 


ISDEN, from the terrace, empty save for 

him, saw Stephen Ranford’s limousine 
It was his first instinct to deny himself to the 
callers and nurse his grief alone. But Ranford 
had been one of his closest friends years ago 
and his best man. He pulled himself together 
and greeted the Ranfords warmly. 

He did not see two people stealing into the 
house by a side entrance. Nor did he see, as 
he talked on the terrace to Stephen Ranford, 
that Mrs. Ranford had been beckoned into 
the library by the wastrel the financier had 
named John Talbot. 

““And where’s your daughter?” Ranford 
said presently, looking about him. 

“T have no daughter,’’ Wisden replied. He 
could not control a gesture indicative of tragic 
loss. That Ranford suddenly burst into a 
grin annoyed him immensely. 

Stephen Ranford gripped him by the arm 
and turned him about. 

The spectacle Wisden beheld at once 
amazed and infuriated him. Mrs. Ranford, 
her arm about Elaine, was looking up at 
John Talbot smiling. All were radiantly 
happy. 

“Who's that my boy is kissing?”’ Stephen 
Ranford demanded. 

“That,” said Wisden with dignity, “is my 
daughter.” : 

“You said you hadn't one. 

“What I meant.” Wisden returned, ever 
quick to snatch victory from apparent dis- 
aster, “was that your confounded son has 
stolen her from me. 


THE SMART SEASON IN TOWN 


(Concluded from page 29) 


One fact remains, New York society was 
not interested in its 1923-1924 crop of “ buds.”” 
They were overlooked, and with the ¢ xception 
of the balls atom by Mrs. Drexel Dahlgrén, 
Mr. Condé Nast, Mr. and Mrs. Winchester 
Fitch, Mrs. John T. Pratt. and Mrs. I 
Phelps Stokes, there were few outstanding 
débutante functions. 

How different from several years ago when 
the more popular débutantes were forced to 
choose between three or four large, brilliant 
balls on the same evening! 

The opera—and when we speak of the opera, 
we always think of the “golden horseshoe” 
at the Metropolitan Opera House—has also 
profited by renewed interest, and the much 
coveted red velvet loges that form the circle of 
boxes so long referred to as the barometer of 
matters social in New York have housed poten- 
tial groups of guests, including many ladies of 
fashion who have long been among the opera 
absentees. 

The more illustrious parterre hostesses this 
winter have been Mrs. E. Reeve Merritt, 
who has the Cornelius Vanderbilt box for 
certain performances (Mrs. Vanderbilt has 
taken no active part in the season due to being 
in mourning for her sister, Lady Michael 
Herbert, who died last November), Mrs. 
Elbert H. Gary, Mrs. Herbert L. Satterlee. 
who formerly entertained in her brother, J. 
Pierpont Morgan’s box, but who has occu- 
pied Box No. 21 this season; Mrs. E. Henry 
Harriman, Mrs. Arthur Curtiss James, Mrs. 
Edward N. Breitung, a Monday evening 
hostess in the Elbridge T. Gerry loge; Mrs. 
Finley J. Shepard, Mrs. Rufus L. Patterson, 
Mrs. George Whelan, Mrs. Reginald C. 
Vanderbilt, Mrs. Anson W. Burchard, Mrs. 
J. Stewart Barney, Mrs. Frederick Pearson, 
Mrs. Charles B. Alexander, Mrs. Frank Vance 
Storrs, who again leased the August Belmont 
box; Mrs. Edward F. Hutton, the Countess of 
Granard, frequently seen as hostess in her 
father, Ogden Mills’ loge; Mrs. Whitelaw 
Reid, Mrs. James B. Haggin, Mrs. Payne 
Whitney, Mrs. Henry Walters, and Mrs. 
George L. Rives, who returned as a parterre 
hostess this year after an extended absence. 

So great has become the competition among 
the organizers of fétes and dances given in aid 
of this or that pet philanthropic project which 
the smart set has attended, during the current 
season, that there resulted a series of spectacu- 
lar events which will go down in the annals of 
Manhattan society. Even that famed social 
genius of another generation, Harry Symes 


Lehr, could have discovered no flaw in such 
balls as the Mah Jongg Ball given in the ball- 
room of the Plaza Hotel for the benefit of the 
Big Sisters, and the Junior League’s colorful 
Opera Ball at the Astor Hotel. 

The ballet, which was the feature de luxe 
of the Mah Jongg Ball, was the most artisti- 
cally, magnificently costumed divertissement 
New York has gazed upon in years. And at 
the Opera Ball society arrayed itself as 
“Thais,” ‘“‘Marguerite,”’ ‘‘Zaza,” “Delilah,” 
and there were even a few ‘“‘Samsons.’ 

Much credit — be given to Mrs. William 
K. Vanderbilt, and the members of the 
committee that pt! her in the arrange- 
ments for the Mah Jongg Ball. They not 
only corraled a preeminent corps de ballet, 
but tactfully excluded the social *detri- 
mentals.”” 

Tables, d Ja cabaret, were placed around the 
dance floor, and the price of the ringside 
tables and boxes was almost prohibitive to all. 
but the excessively opulent. At one of the 
more conspicuous tables, Mrs. Vanderbilt, 
II, in a gown of shimmering white and wearing 
her imposing ropes of pearls and a high 
Russian diadem of glittering diamonds, had 
among her guests the Duchess of Rutland, 
the beauteous Lady Diana Duff-Cooper. who 
has long been hailed as the stellar beauty of 
the English peerage, and Miss Mary Hoyt 
Wiborg. 

The widely féted Princess Youssoupoff who, 
together with her royal Russian prince, has 
been lionized by New York society since her 
arrival from Paris, was in a group that in- 
cluded Mrs. William K. Vanderbilt, Sr., and 
Miss Elsie de Wolfe. A severely plain gown of 
light coffee-colored silk with a jade green silk 
shawl draped about her shoulders, made the 
Princess Youssoupoff a striking figure in even 
such a colorful assemblage as the one which 
attended the Mah Jongg Ball. 

For the Mah Jongg Ball, the entire stage 
at the far end of the Plaza ballroom was 
transformed into a huge Mah Jongg set: the 
ballroom floor, from which rose, at intervals, 
dimly lighted Chinese standards, formed the 
board on which Mah Jongg was played with 
the human figures, and great varicolored 
spotlights, thrown from the far corners of the 
ballroom, added a touch of colorful mystery 
to the entire scene. Each dancer represented a 
figure from the intricate but interesting game 
the Celestial Kingdom has sent us, and they 
danced exquisitely to the specially composed 
music. 
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“Transformed Wig 


| | Posed in the Salon of 
\) 


Louis Parme 


> 


HE “transformed” wig 
makes it convenient to 
¥’ look your smartest even when 
| 
| 


<, 


| your own hair is most unruly. 
| It is more easily worn than a 
transformation and is more 
} 


completely effective than a 
wig! A charming way to give 
your own hair some needed rest. 
The “transformed” wig is a 
|| truly elegant coiffure that needs 
| only a minute to arrange. 
| Whether at sport or on formal 
5 occasions you will find it be- + 
® comingly adequate. Consult 4 
the originator 
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18 West 57th Street 
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for all occasions 


SUITS WRAPS 
FROCKS 


of 
Individuality and Charm 


Especially designed for 


“The Miss and the Small Woman’’ 


SOLD BY SMART SHOPS 


! 
| \ q 
For information write 


KONDAZIAN, 112 Madison Avenue, N.Y. 


| arrttation. 




















CONINGSBY DAWSONS 
New Novel 





a fm ERE is a warning 
for the girl who dares— 
in this story of lovely 
Joyce Gathway who 
played with fire! 


All Bookstores, $2.00 


G@sopolitan Book @rporation 


uo West 40 th Street. New York 











“Girlish - Form” 


BRASSIERES 


One of the 
“Girlish-F 
$1.00 to $7.50 each. 


newest of 


No. 769 


popular rm” mod- 


els Elastic 
insert in each side. Extra long, 
line, controls 


Many 


at the waist 


obE- Ue) obe-t-4008 different 


naterials. 
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Ask for them BY NAME 


On Sale at all Leading 
Department Stores 
and Corset Shops 


© 70.) Fa <1 ©) D. Gas baler 
Also Ma 
P. BRASSIERE 


nutacturers of 


DIRECTOIRE 


»w FREE Style 


f Dealers 


G. M. POIX, Inc., 100 Seventh Avenue 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Gentlemen: 


Kindly send me your — Style Booklet, 
The Loveliness of Milad 
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NAME ...........- 





ADDRESS 


















“ZIP 1s delightful, actually destroying the growth 
with the roots, semply and absolutely without any 
I recommend ZIP." 


—Irene Bordoni. 5 








IT’S OFF 
because 
IT'S OUT 


fuperfuous Hair GOWE 


Your happiness, like every woman's, 
lies in vour being attractively beau- 
tiful. You may have eyes radiant with 
love; cheeks reflecting the bloom of 
youth; lips simulating the perfection of 
the rosebud. And yet a single unwanted 
hair will be a blemish so prominent that 
it will mar your charm and your happi- 


ness, and be a shock to your friends. 
Ask Your Mirror 
Look in your mirror and ask yourself 


whether you can afford to ignore these ob- 


jectionable hairs on your face, arms, under 
arms, back of neck, and limbs, or shaggy 
brows. Can you longer neglect to use a 


method which really lifts out the hairs with 
the roots, gently, quickly and painlessly and 
thus destroys the growth? Such is the 
action of ZIP and it accomplishes its work 
with astounding effectiveness. So different 
from ordinary sulphide depilatories which 


merely burn off surface hair and leave the 
roots to thrive. 

The Modern Way 
You want to be modern in beauty’s requisites 
and you will profit therefore in learning to 
distinguish between ZIP and earlier methods 


shaving, electrolysis, depil tories 
ice). Your superfluous hair is too 
1atter to tamper with. 


Scientifically Correct 


(tweezers, 
and pun 


serious am 





You will economize by paying a littl e more 
and using a preparation which will actually 
destroy the growth; one which is guaranteed 


absolutely harmless to your skin; contains no 


injurious drugs; is e asily applied at home and 
delightfully fragrant; leaves your skin as soft 
and smooth as a babe *s; and above all is ac- 
knowledged by experts as the scientifically 
correct method. 
For Sale Everywhere 
Guaranteed on Money-back hasi 

Ask for ZIP treatments at your Beauty Shop 


Treatment or FREE DEMONSTRATION 
at my Salon. 


kan 


Specialist with soo JOR DER ie 
562 Fifth Ave. (Ent. on 46th St.) New York 


FREE BOOK AND FREE SAMPLES 


Massage Cream and Face Powder with 
my compliments. Guaranteed not to 
_Grow Hair. 
St 
MADAME BERTHE, Specialist 
Dept. 421, 562 Fifth Ave., N.Y. City 
Please send me FREE samples of 


"DUI 










Sa) Massage Cream and Face 
20wder, and your Free Book 
“Beauty's Greatest Secret” in which 
leading actresses tell how to 
beautiful. (Please Print your name.) 
Name .. 
Address 


City and State 
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“The Coach 


* 1475 


New Models 


Speedster “2 2- *- $1350 
7-Pass. Phaeton - - - 1425 
Coach . : 1475 
Sedan : 1895 


DS ON 


Offers a Finer Coach on 
a New Super-Six Chassis 


At almost open car cost the new Hudson Coach gives all the 
utility you can get in any closed car, enhanced by an even more 
attractive and comfortable Coach body. You will note at once 
its greater beauty, more spacious seating, wider doors and longer 
body. The lines are new, too. With this finer body you also 
get the advancements of a new Super-Six chassis. It has the 
reliability and economy of maintenance and operation for 
which everyone knows Hudson. To these it adds a new 
degree of smoothness in performance that will surprise and 
delight even those who best know the past Hudsons. 


Hudson Motor Car Company 











Detroit, Michigan 
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Eugene Onégin—Air di Lenski 
L’ Ultima Canzone 
Ernani—Come rugiada al cespite 
Iris—Apri la tua finestra 


Victor Artist 


records. Among them are: 


Traviata—Addio del passato 





4 " Don Giovanni—Vedrai, carino. 
_ Malaguena ~ 
B O Rl Clavelitos 
Victor Artist 


some of them: 


Ernani—O de’ verd’ anni miei 
William Tell—Resta immobile 


Masked Ball—Eri tu 


Victor Artist 


The Victor Company originated the 
modern talking machine and was the first 
to offer the public high-class music by great 
artists. Victor Supremacy began then. It 
has been maintained by the continuing 
patronage of the world’s greatest musicians 
and by the merit of Victor Products. 

In buying a talking machine, consider 
that you must choose the Victrola or 
something you hope will do as well, and 





“HIS MASTER'S VOICE” 


The forty-three records by Martinelli listed in 
the Victor Record catalog are the authentic inter- 
They are Martinelli 
himself — every record carries with it his own 


pretations of this great tenor. 


personal approval. His selections include: 


MARTINE LLI William Tell—O muta asil del pianto 


Traviata—Dei miei bollenti spiriti 


There’s a charm to Bori’s every interpretation 
that is most delightful, and it is depicted with 
absolute fidelity on Victor Records. This life-like 
quality is readily apparent to the artis: herself—to 
every one upon hearing any of her twenty-seven 


Whatever De Luca sings, his performance is 
perfection itself and he finds every self-same qual- 
ity reflected in his Victor Records. Thirty-three 
numbers have been recorded to date. Here are 


Barbiere di Siviglia—Largo al Factotum 


Marriage of Figaro—Se vuol ballare? 


Don Carlos—Per me giuntoéildisupremo | 


ET 
vt "x 
Sed 


Double-faced 


6195 $2.00 
737 «1.50 
6212 2.00 


Victrola No. 105 
$180 : 






Double-faced 

543 $1.50 
ot 

544 1.50 


Victrola No. 260 
$150 
Mahogany or walnut 





Double-faced 
| 6077 $2.00 


596 1.50 


, 6078 2.00 


Victrola No. 220 
200 


Electric, $240 
Mahogany, oak or walnut 


remember that the Victrola—the standard 
by whichall are judged—costs nS more. The 
Victrola instrument line includes twenty- 
one models of the three general types 
shown at from $25 up. Ask ‘your dealer 
or write to us for illustrated catalog. 

To be sure of Victor Products, see the 
following trade-marks—under the lid 
of every instrument and on the label of 
every record. 


Victrola | 


Look under the lid and on the labels for these Victor trade-marks 
Victor Talking Machine Company, Camden.N. J. 
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J eaucralt 


Distinctive hand inlays of Suede 
Cloth proclaim this three-piece 
costume of Elwood Kasha Clotha 
Beaucraft Origination. Exclusive 
shops feature Beaucralt Dresses, 
Coats, Suits and Knitted Outer 
Apparel for Town and Country. 


Wm BLOOM & Co Inc 
136 Madison Avenue New York, ; 


iia Me 








PARIS Wholesale Only LONDON A 
\ } 
Sy my ——e| 5 
A no AS 








{ 
| Po - a ae 












AND THE WORLD 


ably 


right 
Th the 1 ment iM | eApha 
e of the high points of 1 cares ! 
instance, how | met your father, saw an 
juired my blamelk past. | was motoring 
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own from San Francisco to meet my peopl 


in Los Angeles when | ran into the forest tire 
Id read of it, but didn’t dream it was se seri 
ous. | volunteered. | put my car same 
make asthis in what seemed a safe place. but 


the flames got it and everything went up. | 
landed at your father’s door with a ticket to 


Los Angeles, but not another cent. IT knew 
of him well. In fact, my father is an old 
friend and I thought he'd let me talk to my 


mother over the long distance 

“Somehow he wouldn't understand me. 
You know his habit of not letting one finish a 
sentence but completing it himself and then 
demolishing one with an answer? 

“Little Father always does that,” she said, 
“and he almost always finishes the sentence 
the wrong way.” 

“We had a long conversation. In the end it 
finished up with my offering to outdance 
Norcross. I shouldn’t have entertained the 
notion for a minute if I hadn't seen you 

‘Then you are not a professional dancer?” 

“No. I told him I had danced my way 
through college and that was the truth. but 
I'd never been paid for it.” 

“Where are we going now?” 

“T have just received a wireless that my 
family has shifted its base. I am pursuing it 


even now. You notice that big limousine 
ahead? Mother and dad are in it. You'll 
adore her and will find him all right. He was 
at college with your father. You may have 
heard him speak of Stephen Ranford. Well, 
1’m his eldest disappointment.” 

Elaine remembered instantly. Stephen 


Ranford was engaged in financing, managing, 


THE SMART 


Concluded 
One fact remains, New York society wa 
not interested in its 1923~1924 crop of “buds 
‘They were overlooked, and with the exception 
of the balls given by Mrs. Drexel Dahlyrén, 


Mr. Condé Nast, Mr. and Mrs. Winchest 
Fitch, Mrs. John T. Pratt, and Mrs. I. N 
Phelps Stokes, there were few outstanding 


débutante functions. 

How different from several years ago when 
the more popular débutantes were forced to 
choose between three or four large. brilliant 
balls on the same evening! 

The opera—and when we speak of the opera, 
we always think of the “golden horseshor 
at the Metropolitan Opera House—has also 
profited by renewed interest, and the much 
coveted red velvet loges that form the circle of 
boxes so long referred to as the barometer of 
matters social in New York have housed poten 
tial groups of guests, including many ladies of 
fashion who have long been among the opera 
absentees. 

The more illustrious parterre hostesses this 


winter have been Mrs. E. Reeve Merritt, 
who has the Cornelius Vanderbilt box for 
certain performances (Mrs. Vanderbilt has 


taken no active part in the season due to being 
in mourning for her sister, Lady Michael 
Herbert, who died last November), Mrs. 
Elbert H. Gary, Mrs. Herbert L. Satterlee. 
who formerly entertained in her brother, J. 
Pierpont Morgan’s box, but who has occu- 
pied Box No. 21 this season; Mrs. E. Henry 
Harriman, Mrs. Arthur Curtiss James, Mrs. 
Edward N. Breitung, a Monday evening 
hostess in the Elbridge T. Gerry loge; Mrs. 
Finley J. Shepard, Mrs. Rufus L. Patterson, 
Mrs. George Whelan, Mrs. Reginald C. 
Vanderbilt, Mrs. Anson W. Burchard, Mrs. 
J. Stewart Barney, Mrs. Frederick Pearson, 
Mrs. Charles B. Alexander, Mrs. Frank Vance 
Storrs, who again leased the August Belmont 
box; Mrs. Edward F. Hutton, the Countess of 
Granard, frequently seen as hostess in her 


father, Ogden Mills’ loge; Mrs. Whitelaw 
Reid, Mrs. James B. Haggin, Mrs. Payne 
Whitney, Mrs. Henry Walters, and Mrs. 


George L. Rives, who returned as a parterre 
hostess this year after an extended absenc« 

So great has become the competition among 
the organizers of fétes and dances given in aid 
of this or that pet philanthropic project which 
the smart set has attended, during the current 
season, that there resulted a series of spectacu 
lar events which will go down in the annals of 
nhattan society. Even that famed social 


s of another generation, Harry ‘3s 








mie 





SEASON 


/i 


LAUGHS WITH you 








proachtully 

| know he ud 

nen when they love ar 
than we You se, being father mir | 
become rather Uspiciou | 
turning up vour drive 

ISDEN, from the terrace, empty save for 

him, saw Stephen Ranford’s Limousin: 
It was his first instinct to deny himseli to the 


callers and nurse his grief alone. But Ranford 
had been one of his closest triends years ago 
and his best man. He pulled himself together 
and greeted the Ranfords warmly 

He did not see two people stealing into the 
house by a side entrance. Nor did he see, as 
he talked on the terrace to Stephen Ranford, 
that Mrs. Ranford had been beckoned into 
the library by the wastrel the financier had 
named John ‘Talbot 

“And where’s your daughter? 
said presently, looking about him 

“TL have no daughter,” Wisden replied. He 
could not control a gesture indicative of tragic 
That Ranford suddenly burst into a 
erin annoyed him immensely. 

Stephen Ranford gripped him by the arm 
and turned him about. 

The spectacle Wisden 
amazed and infuriated him. 


Ranford 


boss 


beheld at 
Mrs. 


once 


Ranford, 


her arm about Elaine, was looking up at 
John Talbot smiling. All were radiantly 
happy 


“Who's that my boy is kissing?” 
Ranford demanded. 

“That,” said Wisden with dignity, “is my 
daughter.” 

‘You said you hadn't one.”’ 

“What | meant.” Wisden returned, ever 
quick to snatch victory from apparent dis- 
aster. ‘“‘was that your confounded son has 
tolen her from me.” 


Stephen 


IN TOWN 


from pave 2y) 


Lehr, could have discovered no flaw in such 
balls as the Mah Jongg Ball given in the ball- 
room of the Plaza Hotel for the benefit of the 
Big Sisters, and the Junior League’s colorful 
Opera Ball at the Astor Hotel. 

The ballet, which was the feature de luxe 
of the Mah Jongg Ball, was the most artisti- 
cally, magnificently costumed divertissement 
New York has gazed upon in years. And at 


the Opera Ball society arrayed itself as 
“Thais,” “Marguerite,” ‘Zaza,’’ “Delilah, 
and there were even a few “Samsons. 


Much credit must be given to Mrs. William 
K. Vanderbilt, Il, and the members of the 
committee that assisted her in the arrange- 
ments for the Mah Jongg Ball. They not 
only corraled a preeminent corps de ballet, 
but tactfully excluded the social “detri 
mentals.” 

Tables, @ la cabaret, were placed around the 
dance floor, and the price of the ringside 
tables and boxes was almost prohibitive to al 
but the excessively opulent. At one of the 
more conspicuous tables, Mrs. Vanderbilt 
II, in a gown of shimmering white and wearing 
her imposing ropes of pearls and a high 
Russian diadem of glittering diamonds, ha 
among her guests the Duchess of Rutlan 
the beauteous Lady Diana Duff-Cooper, wh 
has long been hailed as the stellar beauty 
the English peerage, and Miss Mary Hoy 
Wiborg. ) 

The widely féted Princess Youssoupoff who, 
together with her royal Russian prince, ha 
been lionized by New York society since het 
arrival from Paris, was in a group that it 
cluded Mrs. William K. Vanderbilt, 5r., 4% 
Miss Elsie de Wolfe. A severely plain gown! 
light coffee-colored silk with a jade green 5 
shawl draped about her shoulders, made the § 
Princess Youssoupoff a striking figure in eve? 
such a colorful assemblage as the one whic 
attended the Mah Jongg Ball : : 

For the Mah Jongg Ball, the entire stage} 


at the far end of the Plaza ballroom ¥®} 


transformed into a huge Mah Jongg set; the 
ballroom floor, from which rose, at interva>? 
dimly lighted Chinese standards, formed the} 
board on which Mah Jongg was played 7 
the human figures, and great varicolore 
spotlights, thrown from the far corners of th 
ballroom, added a touch of colorful mystey 
to the entire scene. 





Each dancer represented 
figure from the intricate, but interesting gam 
the Celestial Kingdom has sent us, and the 
danced exquisitely to the speci ily compose) 


music, 
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